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: A 
As thro? the grove the other day — 
A ſcarlet coat and ſmart cockade — 
Again the year puts forth her blooms — 
As Pitt from Dundas's was lately returning — 
A ſailor's life's a life of woe 
A flaxen- headed fi fer as ſimole as may be — 
As yet a youth around. I rov'd . — a 
As 3 fly upwards, man is born 
A pox on the times —— — — 
me why I ſend you here ð wnnnnerns 
A lovely laſs to a Friar came — — 
Ah! Celia, that I were but furs mc 
A laſs there lives upon the greenñ„ñ„œ 
A blooming flower my Chloe choſe — 


A nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray'd 
As Chloe came into the room other day 
A taylor there was and he liv'd in a garret 


A ſallor's life's a pleaſant life 


As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 
As near a weeping ſpring reclin'd 
As ſwift as time put round the glaſs 


* 


A Tinker Iam 


— —— 


As yet a virgin in my teens To 
At the ſign of the horſe, old Spintext of courſe 


Behold your little honeſt Ben 


* 


a ——— — 


———— — 


— — — 


Blow on ye winds, deſcend ſ ft rain 
Bacchus aſſiſt us to fing thy great glory 
Blow high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 


Belinda, ſee from yonder flow'rs 


' Buſy, curious, thirſty fly 

Britons where's your magnanimity 

Believe my ſighs, my tears, ** 
8 3 


—— ——_ 


— 
— — 
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VB y the ladies I oft' have been charg'd with neglect 
Balow, my boy, lie ſtill and ſleep — 
| Be it known to all thoſe whoſoe'er it regards — 
Bring me flow'rs and bring me wine — 


; | C 


Come launch my bark in ſtreams of wine 
Come laſſes and lads, take leave of your dads — 
Ceaſe rude Boreas, bluſt' ring railer ka 
Caſt, my love, thine _ around — 

0 Come fiil me a glaſs, fill it high — 
Come follow, follow me . 
— thou "uy ogg bo 8 — 

ome my jolly lads, the wind's a — 
Copid, 2 of pleaſing anguiſh — 
Cruel deipair no more torment me 
Contented J am, and contented I'll be 


D 


Dear Polly no longer in abſence complain ad 
Dear Chloe while thus beyond meaſure 


4 


— . 
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D with theſe tears no more B 
- Diogenes ſurly and proud N "> © ant 
Dear Chloe come give me fweet kiſſes | — 
F Doom'd by fortune's fickle's ſtar — 
—_— : -- ns 
Fo year impairs life's treaſure | . 
„ 
. Farewell to England thy white cliffs adii 
*M From Pa hos Iſle ſo fam'd of old I come mw 
For the brook and the willow forſaleing the plain 
” From this roof young Willy went Ss 
ES. Fair Hebe I left with a cautious defign 


Forth from my dark and diſmal cell 

2 Freedom is a real treaſure 
1 Fiaireſt ifle all iſles excelling 
Fair Kitty beautifu! and young 
 F _- © For modes of reiigion let -zealcts fall out 


— etna mn ah 


* 


Fervid on the glittering flood — 
FPtom her, alas! Whoſe ſmile was love — 


Tor me by falr a weath has wove 
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Give me wine, wine, that foe to defpair — 1 
Go patter to . and ſwabs do you ſee — 4 | 
Go, fragrant flowers, forſake your clay-cold bed 73 

Gentle love this hour befriend 1 | 147 
Guardian angels now protect me — — 163 
Gently touch the wirbling lyre — 183 
Great God of ſleep ſince it muſt be 184 
Gay Bacchus one ev'ning inviting his frignds 141094 
Gently ſtir and blow the fie 235 

H 


Here on my perch, like a bird on its fpray w——_—_ 1g 

Hark, hark ! hear the trumpet of (war 

. a cheat a great deceiver — 48 
w drear the night, how dark each cloud — 6 


How ſtands the gliis around — 1 
How can you lovely Nancy thus cruelly flight | 135 
How hard is the fate of all women kind — 136 - 
Hark the boatſwain hoarſely bawling — © muo—— 189 
e happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs ——_ 213 
ow happy are we when the wind is abaft 21 
How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes — 21 
How do they err who throw their love — 22218 
How little do the landſmen know — 2 
Here a ſet of good fellows meet oft to debate: Zz 
Here, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling * 


In ſummer when the leaves were green and blofſomy 
deck'd each tree — 3 
1 had a lover that tried every art — 

n ſtorms, when clouds obſcure the K F 5 
Fm a-vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore— 37 
I do as I wil with my ſwain — 1 
I'm told by the wife ones a maid 1 ſhall die 4 

32 
9 


If gentle love's immortal fire | — pe 

will never vow truth at the feet of that fai 
In this ſtil] retirement fair Tris 1 view'd — 3 
It was a winters evening | — 


was a flaſh man of St. Giles 122 
If truth can fix thy wav'ring heart — 132 
1 vas a young ſhew-poy; and came from Tuke's Place 143 
17 love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment— 21 
In vain a thouſand ſlaves have tryy e- äk—:: 218 


I pry'thes fend me back my heart wwe 219 


qc) 


»- 


Im old mad Tom behold -me - 
| In my triumphant chariot hurl'd 
2 In good King Charles's 22 days 


In vain dear Chloe you ſug — 272 
I ſail'd in the good ſhip th ty ———— 289 
I fail'd from the Downs in the Nancy —— 291 


I figh, and lament me in vain L 292 
I was, d'ye fee, a waterman — 


I am a 15 fiſherman e 309 % 
I'm jolly Dick the lamplighter — 3323 
In vain I ſeek the _— grove — — 347 
9 ene piper's fon . hy ——— 5 76 — 
"Juno's a vixen, always ſcolding! —— 322 
John tript up the ftairs at night — 32 
Juſt at the cloſe of ſummer” ; day — 34 
L 

Let poets praiſe che flow' mend — 19 
Lage Se bring 5 roſes — — 20 
Love o'er. me has no dominion —— 55 


| Loog had Alcander figh'd in vain _. — 14 
57 who delight in ſcandal _ — wh 
Let's be jovial fill our glaſſes : | 


. Love's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion : — 269 
Lovely charmer, deareſt creature — 274 
57009 — my love | how e the ſcene — 29x 
: 0 e M | 
Ma 8 Amie, my charming Big 1 n 2432 
My mother ſays I'm not fixteen 29 


1 heart from my boſom would fin: 22 
aria, turn and hear my ſtrain —nſ— 
My lover expects me hard by in the grove — 1 


My 1. my is croſſed quite over the main 162 
My banks are all furaih id with bees 208 
My heart is ev'ry beauty's prey — ä 290 
MMV true hearty WON who ſrnoke with fo W 1 e 33234 


1 


N N / 


No l let brainleſs ftupidity 3 jaln - — . 
No more * fair to fair Vu rove — — 20 


„ N we" 5 #43 3 24 
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Ning chew nang, po ning, ning kang, hay ning 
Now we're free from College rules 


No glory I covet, no riches I want — 
Now all the groves in verdure gay —— 
0 
*. 


On Richmond Hill there lives a laſs: 


Sons of Ocean, fam'd in ſtory &wmwwn—m—_ 
Say, have you in the village ſeen — 
Smart Doll of the green who lov'd mirth as her liſe 
Since honour calls me to the field 


Sit down neighbours all and I'll tell you a m 


7 


Saw you the nymph whom I adore — 
Since ev'ry charm on earth combine — 

Says Plato why ſhou'd man be vain — 
Say, Myra, why is gentle love _ —— - 
See, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe ———. 
See, ſee, like Venus ſhe appeas -  _ 
dome hoik up. fortune to the Kies (4 i 


Once the gods of the Greeks at Ambroſial feaſt 


Once more I'll tune the vocal ſhell | 
One day with my friends all in jollity rife —— 
Oft has the piteous tale been told 
On the white cliffs of Albion ſee fame where ſhe ſtands 
O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and bare 


O'er the heath the hcifer {trays i — 
On the lone bank where Lubin died | —— 
O memory | thou fond deceiver | — 

P; 
Piepar'd to rail reſoly's to part — 


Round Arthur's gay table ſome love to be gambling . 


Reſplendent gleam'd the ample moon 


* 
Ll 
4x 
: . 
— 
— 4 


f 


Stay trav'ller tarry here to-night 0 


% 


See the ball- room thick crowded, the dance is begun 


Shepherds I have loſt my love 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear 


anchor. 


Smiling grog is the ſailor's beſt hope, his ſheet. 


LEY 


} 
2 
1 J = 
3 3 > HT. 
qweet are the charms of her 1 love —— 303 1 
Survey, my fair ! that lucid ſtream —— 311 A 
Say, lonely maid, with dowacaſt DO — 34S 1 
1 - = * 7 ;- : 2 
{ Wo 
| | T be 
* * . 2 1 
The topſails ſhiver in the wind 2 | 1 


"Twas at the break of day we ſpy d — 9 bY 
— — 


| The dauntleſs failor leaves his home "TS - 16 x 
[1 The gatiant foldier born to arms 2 _—_ 
[| Then here's to thee, Tom, and now here's to thee Will | =P 
1 Tho' man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway —— | þ 
1 The ſun when arifing beſpangles the dew — 4 
ll The baimy Zephyrs breath'd their ſtore — | 
'$ *T'was at the cool and fragrant hour —— 51 | 
Tho' his paffion in ſilence the youth wou'd conceal == P 4 
| To Anacreon in Heaven where he fat in full glee i 
if There was a jolly vicar in a country I know very well 86 iS 
1 The nymph mult loſe her female friend — 92 7 
| Twelve months are paſt ſince on this ſtraned 97 ; 
| *Twas in the glad ſeaſon of ſpring — Q 101 ; 
i The filver mon that ſhines ſo bright — 209 ' 
8 Tho' Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing bool 110 4 
The moon had climb'd the higheſt hill = 119 i 
There was an old man, and tho' its not common 120 -- 42 
»Twas in the good ſhip Rover 3 „ 5 
Tis wine alone can baniſh care —— 140 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay — 140 7 
Tho' my mother and my aunt will jeer and will taunt 144 pl 
The virgins who prattle and fip down their tema— 14 4 
Twas near a ſea · beat rock reclin de 148 4 
The bird that hears her neſtlings cry — 149 in 
roth, Miſter John Bull, you're a pretty milch cow 150 4 
To thee, fair freedom, 1 retire 5 — — 182 kN 
To make the moſt of fleeting time — 1 
T'other — . I fat in the ſycamore ſhnade— 1 
Twas at tent folemn out. 196 
he ſilver moon's enamour'd beams — 2 
The ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnoß, — 224 
The world's a Wilderneſs of wiles - 227 
Truſt not man for he'll deceive thee - — 229 
To my muſe join attention, and derm it not a myſtery 231 
Tease me no more, nor think I care — 22324 
Tas I learnt a pretty ſong in France mw 247 
"The bufy crew their ſails unbending — 249 
The ſleepleſs bird, from eve to morn — 271 


This cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd 


Tune has not china d my 


— 


(x ) 


The riſing ſun thro? all the grove — 

Teach me, Chloe, how to prove — 304 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature — 

The wounded dear flies ſwift away — 


"= 
| Thou told'ſt me, dear perfidious maid — 2316 
Thy fatal ſhafts unerring move — — : 317 
Tas Saturday night the twinkling ſtars— 319 
The wretch condemn'd with life to part — 321 
Tender hearts to ey'ry paſſion — 324 
The moon was fair the ſky ſerene — 3 
Time, thou ſoftner of each grief 32 
*Tis wine makes us love, and love makes us drinks 330 
To thee, O gentle Dory, alone —— 331 
The Roſe had been waſh'd lately waſh d in a ſhow's 336 
*T'was when the ſeas were roaring — 333 
*T was at the filent midnight hour . 339 
W 8 
When by the gently gliding ſte mm Þ 1 
When — by the trumpet's loud clangor to arms 8 


When rural lads and laſſes gay B 
When I was of a tender age ——— 16 
When dewy morn on moon beams bright 17 
| When Freedom was baniſh'd from Greece and from Rome 23 
When *tis night and the mid-watch is come 31 
When Jack parted fram me to plow the ſalt deep — 4 
While Strephon thus you teaze me | — TY 
When firſt my ſage mother began to adviſe — 44 
When firſt I ſaw the village maid — 49 
When lovely Anna firſt I.view'd — 52 
When the anchor's weigh'd and the ſhip's unmoor'd 6 
While the right's of mankind and fair L:berty's cauſe 85 
When laſt honeft Jack of whole fate I now ſing 
When love hath char m'd the virgin's ear 


— 8 
When Jack firſt ſaw bis blooming Polly — 3 | 
Where ature ſmiles around — 91 
When cold indifference chills the breaſt — 93 
When a youth, I to roving inclin'd — 10 
What is man unpoſſeis'd of the permanent joy — 1 
Why, cruel creature, why ſo bent — 138 
When the fancy ſtir ing bowl | — 205 
When Orpheus went down to the regions below *' 209 
When the trees aie all bare not a leaf to be ſeen 222 
Where the light cannot pieree to a grove of tall trees 225 
Whe:: firſt this humble roof I knew — 
When Weſtern breezes fan the ſhore — 292 
While up the ſhrouds the ſailor goes — 299 
Why, Celia, ſhou' d you ſo ſtrive — 4 


＋ 


G 
8 E 1 3 a: 1 Page i 
Whilſt the tedious hours beguiling 326 


When firſt you tcok me on you knee | — 330 
When Bibo went down to the regions below = 337 
—— 


When James, aſſuming right from God 342 
Voung Colin met me yeſter eve — 30 
Vou bid me my jovial companions forſake — 53 


Young Colin was as ſtout a boy — 9 
You aſk me, What's Love? — Why that virtue fed vapour 77 
Your wiſe men all declare "ot. oe RET 3 


Young Colin ſeeks my heart to move - 187 

Young Roger the 8 who wanted a mate 199 

Young Hal, call'd ſoft y, Riſe, my dear — 200 
204 


Ye fair G of ev'ry charm _ 
Young Lubin was a ſhepherd's boy — 270 
Let awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me — 312 
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Sang by Mridrrowmith. . ritten by A. P. Andrews. 
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SONS of ocean, fam'd in ſtory, 
Wont to wear the laurePd brow ; 
Liſten to your riſing glory, 5 8 


Growing honours wait you now z- 


Think not ſervile adulation 


F - 


2. 


VAUXHALL SONGS. 


— 


Meanly marks my gratefal ſong, : 


All the praiſes of the nation 
Giv'n to you, to you belong : 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far 
Their plaudits to the Britiſh Tar. 


Vol II. "=== 


ow 


Tis 


(2) 


"Tis not now your valiant daring,--- . 
Courage you've for ages ſhewn; 
"Tis not now your mild forbearing,-— 
Pity ever was your own | 
*Tis your Prince, ſo lov'd, ſo pleaſing, 
Spreads your fame thro' diſtant lands, 
And the Trident nobly ſeizing 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; 
Proud to boaſt in peace or war, 
'The virtues of the Britiſh Tar. 


When the times were big with danger, 
See your Royal ſhipmate go, 

And to every fear a ſtranger, 
Brave the fury of the foe ;- 

Now when ſmiling peace rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's arts, 

Cheer his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your hearts, 

And be henceforth vourleading ftar, 


The gallant, Royal Britiſh Tar ! 


7 


II. 5 
Sung by Mr. ARROWSMITH, 


TRE topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe drifts to ſea; 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 
For tho? thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his guiding ſtar. _ 
Ting Shou'd 


-—T 33 
- Shou'd landmen flatter when we're ſail'd; 
O, doubt their artful tales: 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
If Love breath'd conſtant ga les. 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which fteers my heart from pole to pole, 


Theſe are the cares, but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the bullows, and the wind, 
Till we return again. 

Now England's glory reſts with you, 

Our fails are full—ſweet girls, adieu. 


III. 


Fung h Mrs. Ken XEDY. 


In ſummer when the leaves were green, and bloſ- 
ſoms deek'd each tre, 
Tan Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs 
love to me. N 
on Shannon's flow'ry banks we fat, and there he 
told his tale, 
Oh, Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex ! ! O let fond love pre- 
vall ! | 
Ah! well-a-day, you ſee me pine in ſorrow _ 
55 deſpair, | 
Yet heed me Hot---then let me die, and end Ky 
; gricf 3 


B 2 an! 


- 


t 3 3 
Ah!“ no, dear youth, 1 ſoftly ſaid; ſack love de- 
mands my thanks, 
And here I vow eternal truth, on Shannon” s flow'ry 
banks. -- 
And then we vow'd eternal WY on Shannon's 
- flow'ry banks 
And Ne we re ſweeteſt flowers, and play” 4 
"cw artleſs pranks ! 


But, woe-is ms! the preſs gang came, and fore d 
my Ned away, 
Juſt when we nam'd next morning fait to be our 
| wedding day; 


My love, he cry'd, they force me hence, but 


ſtill my heart is thine, 

All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war 
and toll is mine; - 

With riches I'll re turn to thee ; I ſobb'd out words 


of-thanks, 
And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon q 
pg - flow'ry banks. Ta 4 
And Sk he ps eternal truth on Shaunon's s 
© * flow'ry banks, 
| And then I ſaw him IO away and Join the hoſtile 


. From morn to eve for SIO dull 8 his ab- 
7 ſence ſad I mourn'd, 


i od ne er beturu d: . 


© 
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l mY : The peace WAS- made, the ſhip came back, but 
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CS 1 
His beauteous face, his manly form has won a 
nobler fair, 
My Teddy's falſe, and I forlorn, muſt die in ſad 
855 deſpair ; 

Ye gentle maidens ſee me laid, while you tand 
round in ranks, . 
And plant a willow oer my head on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks. 


oo 


Tv. 
Sung by Mr. AxOwsMIT A. 


WIEN by the geatly glidiag ſtream, 
On banks where budding violets (prin, 
I ſee my Delia's beauties beam, 
I hear my lovely Delia fing ; 
When lips combine, 
When arms entwine, 
When fond careſſes, amorous kiſſes 
Field the height of human bliſſes, | 
In eeſtacy I ſigh and ſay, 
Thus let me love my life away. 


| Whene'er the jocund bowl we paſs, © 
And merry ſong and tale go round; © © 
When wine is ſparkling i in the glas, 
And joke and ſprightly wit abound; 
With catch and glee, | 
Good humour free ; 


Bz While 


R 
While thus we find our joys increaft ing, 


LR 
1 
4 


Laugzhter roars with mirth unceaſings- - 
In extacy I pant and ſay, /,: > 
. .- Thus let me laugh my life away. 3 


O lovely woman! gen'rous wine! 3 6 
I Theſe potent pleaſures let me quaff; 
Thy raptures wit, O make thee mine; 
O let me love, and drink and laugh! 
Each riſing thought, 
With muſic fraught, _ | 
Where all is pleaſure, nothing wanting, 
All harmonious, all enchanting, ' 
In extacy I pant and ſay, 
Thus let me fing my life away. 


| 
| 
| 
| Sung by Mr. AR ROWSMITH, 


WIN rous'd by the trumpet's loud clangor to 
| 3 
Reluctant I quitted Eliza's bright charms; ; 
Tho? honour commanded, yet love ſill'd my mind, 
Ah! how could I leave the dear charmer behind ? 
Yet- the rage of the battle with courage I try'd, . 
Surviv'd, while the heroes fell faſt on each fide; 


Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, 


While the ſilver-ton'd n. ſtill ſounded to 
arms. 
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Now olive-rob'd Peace kind advances again, 
And her bleſſings diſpenſes wide over the plain; 
Return'd to Eliza, we join in the throng, 
Where is heard the ſoft pipe, or the bear- fta 
ſong: 
Each rural amuſement with rapture we try, 
While the beams of contentment are found in each 
eye; 
Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms,. 


While the filver-ton'd trumpets ill ſounded to 
| arms 


What moral like me ſo tranſcendemly bleſt, 
When claſp'd by the charmer with joy to her 
breaſt; 
The laurel of conqueſt I give to the wind, 
Tiis nought without love and honour combin'd: 
But when thus united, how noble the name! 

What envy muſt wait on ſo happy a fame! 

Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, 
While the filver-ton'd e ſtill enn t& 
; Arms. 


. 


VI. 
Sung by Mis Pool- x. Written by Mr. Rozson.. 


I ONCE had a lover, that ed ev'ry aft, 

To make me believe he'was honeſt at heart; 
He called me a goddeſs, Diana, and dear— 
To my chamber I flew,---he followed me there ; 
In vain the purſuit, tho? he vow'd to prove true, 
My only protection was-=-dear Le Verrou. | 


In 


CSF 


In ſolitude oft flow'd the heart grieving tear, 

In vain were his ſighs, for I ſcorn'd to give ear; 
His ſentiments feign'd,---all deception and plot, 
He'd love me for ever,---but marry me not. 

So I bade him get hence, no longer purſue :--- 
The chamber-door ſhut,---he ſigh'd, oh! Le Yerrouc 


Thus, menare all falſe, tho by beauty inſpir' d, 
The paſſion of virtue is ſeldom admir'd ; | 

Th old, ugly, decrepid, men call them all fair, „ 

And will not dare wed, tho' to trifle will dare: 
So to dear little Love ! now I bid adieu, 

Till. Hymen himſelf ſhall remove --Le Verrou- 


VII. 
e Miſs Newnan. 


"As thro' the XR the other day 
I gang'd ſo blyth and bonny ; 
Who ſhou'd I meet upon the way, 
But my true lover Johnny! 
.--_ - © With eager haſte,. 
He claſp'd my waiſt, 
And kiſſes gave me plenty; 
Tho' I denied, 
And thus replied, 
« Dear lad, I am not twenty. 
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What's chat to me, the ſhepherd ctied, 
You're old enough to marry : : 

Then, come dear laſs, and be my. bride, 
No longer let us tarry, 


Bur let's be gone, 
O'er yonder lawn, 
Where lads and laſſes plenty, 
Are fill'd with joy, 
. And kiſs and toy, N : 
Altho' they are not twenty. 
I Biten'd to his ſoothing tale, 
And pang'd wi him 15 rare ?: 
Wich ſong and pipe he did prevail. 
He won my wiſhes fairly : Patt 
ann how 57 
That makes me a Sg 
Wich kiſſes ſweet and my HE ak 
So I declar e, 5 
By all that's fair, 
: rl wed tho not quite twenty. 
vl. | es a0 


1 


. * Mr, Manox. 


Twas: at the break of day we e ſpy 4 SN 
The ſignal to unmoor, 

Which ſleepleſs Caroline deſcry'd, 
Sweet maid ! from Goſport's ſhore ;, 


jo Fa The 


Be 
The freſh'ning pale at length aroſe, 
Her heart began to ſwell, 


Nor could cold fear the thought oppoſe, 
Of bidding me farewel. 


In open boat the maid of worth, 
Soon reach'd our veſſel's fide, 

Soon too ſhe found her William's birth, 
But ſought me not to chide: 


« Go,” ſhe exclaim'd, for Fame's a TR 


« A ſemale ſhou'd approve, 
« For who that's true to Honour's laws. 
« Iz ever falſe to love! 


« My heart is loyal, ſcorn's to fear, 
«« Nor will it even fail, 

e Tho' war's unequal wild career, 
« Should William's life aſſail; 

« Tho' Death *gainſt thee exert his ſway, 
« Oh, truſt me, but the dart 

That woundeth thee, will find it's way 
«« To Caroline's true heart. 


« Should conqueſt i in fair form * 
„ Thy loyal efforts crown, 
"© "i Goſport will be found a maid, 
t That lives for thee alone; 
May girls with hearts ſo firm and true, 
To love and glory's cauſe, 
Meet the reward they have in Views | 
The meed of tree applauſe. 


*3Y 
* 


IX. 
| : Sung by Mrs. ILIE. 
WHEN rural lads and laſſes gay, 
Proclaim'd the birth of roſy May, 


When round the Maypole on the green, 
The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen; 


Twas there young Jockey met my view, 


His like before I never knew, 


le pip'd fo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, 


2 he danc'd my heart x 


At eve, when cakes and ale went. round, 
He placed him next me on the ground; 
With harmleſs mirth and pleafing jeſt, 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt : 


He talk'd of love, and preſs'd my hand, 


Ah! who could ſuch a youth withſtand ? 
Well pleas'd I heard what he could ſay, 
His charms have ſtole my heart away. 


He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 

While rapture ſparkles in his eye; 
So winning was his grace and air, 
He might the coldeſt heart enſnare; 
But when he aſſc'd me for his bride, 
I promis'd ſoon, and ſoon comply d. 
What nymph on earth could ſay him ny ? 
Alas! he ftole my _—_— away. 


Io diſtant climes he loves to roam, 


=D Though allthe nations of the world, 22 


135 


a by Mr. Iser zbox. 


THE dauntleſs Sailor leaves his home, 
Each ſofter joy and eaſe; | 


＋ 


Nor dreads the boiſt'rous ſeas 
Nis heart with hope of vict'ry⸗ gay, : 
Scorns from the foe to run; b . = 


In battle terrors melt away, | „ 


As ſnow before the ſun. | e 


Britannia's flag would lower, 2 1 


Her banners ſtill ſhall wave anfurrd, 


And dare their haughty po- W w. n 
But ſee Bellona ſneathes her ſword, 
Huſh' d. is the angry main; 
The cannon's roar no more is heard, 
Sweet peace reſumes ker reign, - 


He haſtes unto his native ſhore, - ! 
Where dwell ſweet joy and reſts - 1 
His lovely Suſan ſmiles implore,, 
Tocrown and make him bleſt;  _. 
Now all the toils and dangers * 
And Suſan' 's love remains. 
The honeft Tar is. bleſt at laſt, 
Her ſmiles reward his pains. 


XI. 


Sung by Mr. Ix LE D. 


GIVE me wine, roſy wine, that foe to deſpair, 
Whoſe magical power can baniſh all care, | 
Of friendſhip the parent, compoſer of ſtriſe, 

The ſoother of ſorrow, and bleſſings of life: 

The ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute, 
And weary the'ſenſe of the phantom —_— . 
In ſpite of their maxims, I dare to define + 
The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine. | 


To the coward a warmth it ne'er fails to impart, 
And opens the lock of the miſerly heart. 
While thus we carouſe it, the wheels of the ſoul, 

_ Ofer life's rugged highway agreeably roll, 
Each thinks of his charmer, who never can 29580 5 
And fancy rides Poſt to the regions of joy. 

Inu ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to deſine | 
'The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine. 


»Tis the balſam ſpecific that heals every ſore, 
The oftener we taſte it we love it the more; 
Then he who true happineſs ſeeks to attain _ 
With ſpirit, the full-flowin bumper muſt drain; 


And he who the court of fair Venus wou'd know, 3 


Undaunted, thro* Bacchus's Vineyard muſt go. 
In ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to define . 
The grand Summum Bonym's a bumper of wine 


Vor. II. TT 95 
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Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith---7he Words by Mr. 


© Harriſon. 


No ws let brainleſs ſtupidity join | 
The briſk goddeſs of Love, to the dall god of 
- For tho? the rude fellow 
Oſt toaſts her, when mellow, 
Still Venus, averſe to the profitleſs league, 
Vows---Bacchus was never yet fit for intrigue. 


A beaſt, who's unable to ſtand or to move, 

Muſt needs be a delicate object for love! 
He may boaſt, it is true, 
| Of the feats he can do, 

But Venus, averſe to the profitleſs league, 
 Vows---Bacchus was never yet fit for intrigue ! 
While ſots all their hours in [drinking employ, 

And but talk of that bliſs which the ſober enjoy, 

| Their poor forlorn wives, 
Lead, for them, wretched lives; 

Since Venus, averſe to the profitleſs league, 

Vows---Bacchus was never yet fit for intrigue ! 


Our fathers took care tho their maxims we | 
© ſcorn,--- 
And, whenever they * ne'er rloſt ſight of the. 
35 5 : : 


For 


ne 
F ˙ = A VALE hs 


(23/3: 
For they very well knew, 
Dames would not loſe their due ; 


And Venus---avetrſe to the profitleſs league, 
Vows---Bacchus was never yet fit for intrigue ! 


XIII. 
Sung 5 Mrs. K* N N E D v. 


HERE on my perch, like a bird on its 
ray, 
I ſtand for to warble my roundelay ; ; 
Phcebus bas ſwept from his altitude high, 
To kiſs the ſweet nymph in the ocean! 
Fe ſing of the bright golden ſtreets in che ſkies 
And the trees 
By the breeze 
| Set in motion. 
But fince the ſun has fled away, 
We light on artificial day: 
And fince the birds forfake the ſpray, 
Pl warble out my roundelay ? 43 


Is that the Blackbird „ 
The Goldfinch ?---No ! = 
Or if the nightingale, I may go! 
Hark !---The Lark !---No! _ 
Huſh !---The Thruſh !---No ! 
| No! No! No! 
Tis the . 


02 I think 


=  - (16 ) 
* I think I hear two turtles cooing-- - 
Tis only Damon his Phillida wooing ! 
Sweet the language of the grove, 
Kind the ſeaſon made for love ! 
Within each heart let care reſign 
Here pleaſure claims the hours, 
And joy, and laugh, and ſong combine, 
To bleſs her favourite bow” rs ! 
Thus ftill be life a Summer's day, 
And Shs bring a roundelay! ! 


0 : — | 4 72 | 
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FN by Mrs, Werenr zuin. „ Mr. 


Hawe! INS. 


When I was of a ander age 
And in my youthful prime, 

My mother oft wou'd in a rage, 
Cry, girl take care in time; 

For you axe now ſo forward grown, 
The men will you purſue, 

And all the day thts was her tone, 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! 


| Regardleſs of her fond advice, oy 
L Lhaften'do'erthe plain, <1 
Where I was courted in a trice 
By each young ſylvan ſwain; 
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vet by the bye, I muſt 1 | 
I virtue had in view, 

Altho* my mother cry'd beware, 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! 


To Damon, gayeſt of the green, 
I gave my youthful hand, 
His blooming face, and comely mien 
I could not well withſtand ; 
But ſtrait to church we tript away, 
With hearts both firm and true, 
Ah! then my mother ceas'd to ſay--- 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! 


| Ye laſſes all attend tome, 
And hence this leſſon learn, 
When to your mind a man you ſee, 
Ne'er look moroſe or ſtern; 

But take him with a free good will. 

Should he have love for you; 

Altho”. your mother's crying ſtill, 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! 


Sung by Mrs. Kennepy. - 


Warn dewy morn on moon beams brignt. 
Invites our nymphs to ſport and play, 
To me their ſongs give no delight. 
Loves tunes my ſad, and mournful lay. 
And all the day long, 
1 —m this fad ſong, 


vos Return 
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Return to my arms my dear ain; 


O love bring him here, 
To baniſh my care, 


Or- give me my heart back again. 


He promis'd he ſoon wou'd return, FL 
While tenden ſighs beſpoke his deb 


Vet ſtill my Jemmy do I mourn, 84 


I ſtill lament the abſent youth. 
And all the day long, &c. 5 


Thus Jenny ſung among the broom, PE 
Where liſt'ning ſtood her conſtant ſwain, 
The lad came forth, ſhe kenn'd him ſoon, 
And carroll'd ſweet her alter'd firain. - 
Now all the day long 
Love and joy claims my ſong 
For Jemmy once more chears our plain, 
And love brought him here 
To: baniſh my care, 


Not to---give my heart back again. 


„„ — — — —— 
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XVI. 


Sung 5 Arrowſmith---ytiten by Mr. Hawkins. 


LET poet's praiſe the flow'ry mead, | 
The moſs clad hill, the dale: 


The ſhepherd piping on his reed, 


The maid with milking pail; 
The lark who ſoars on pinions high, » 
Or ſweetly purling rill: | 
While I breathe forth a tender figh, 
4 F * 1 8 of che Mill. 5 


9 1. 


In vain, to a 8 * 1 try. 
And all her beauties trace 
Such brilliancy informs her eye; 

SGauch excellence her face, | 

Her eaſy ſhape, engaging air, 
My breaſt with tranſports fill; 

No nymph ſo pleaſing, or 10 far, 
As Molly of the Min. 


Tis not her perſon” s charms alone, 
I 'The beauties of her mind; 

Wit, ſenſe, and ſentiment we own, 
In her are all combin'd; | 
Such 1s the nymph who ſways my heart, 

And makes my boſom, thrill; 25 
Adorn'd by nature more than art, 
Sweet Molly of the Mill. 
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XVII., 


Sung by 1 Kennedy, ritten 2 Mr. Carey. | 


SAY, have you in the village ſoon. 
A lovely youth, of penſive mien; 

If ſuch a one hath paſſed by, 

With melancholy i in his ere, 
Where is he gone? ah, tell me where} | 
Tis Allen Brooke of Wyndemere. 


( 20 ) 


Laſt night, he ſighing took his leave. | 
Which made me all the night to grieve, 
And many maids I know there be, 
Who try to wean his love from me. 

But heav'n knows my heart's ſincere, 
To Allen Brook of Wyndemere. 


My throbbing breaſt is full of woe, 
© To think that he ſhould ſerve me ſo; 
But if my love ſhou d anger d be, 

And try to hide himſelf me. 

Then death ſhall bear me on a bier, 

To Allen Brooke of Wyndemere. 5 


XVII. | 
Fung by Arrowſmith. Written by. Capt. Thompſon 


LavocninG Cupids bring me roſes, 
And my wreath ye Graces twine, , 
I'm this night diſpos'd for rapture, 
- Having Beauty, Wit and Wine. 
Let the ſober Stoics wonder, 5 
And their apathy define, 
I'll not follow ſuch dull doctrine, Ig 
While Pre + Bonny, Wit and Wine.. | 
Come ye Arabian laſſes, 3 
For that heav'n you ſeek i is mine; 


| Ups beds pf roſes lolling, 8 
1 * with Beauty, Wit and Wise 


* 


629 


And when this gay life is over, 
Pour libations on my ſhrine ; 
I've a paradiſe hereafter, 


Full of Beauty, Wit and Wine. 


XIX. „ 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith. Vritten by Mr. Pinchin. 


BEHOLD your little honeſt Ben, 
My pretty Poll, return'd again, 

With heart as needle tru: ; 
When diſtant many leagues, my dear, 
My conſtant heart did never veer, 

"Twas fix d, my love, on you. 


When ſhoals, r 
Or when I've in a battle been, 
Fear could not me ſubdue; 
Hope buoy'd me up, and ſmiling ſaid,” 
I Rill ſhould live (ſweet blue-ey'd maid) 
To ſteer life's courſe with you. 


To check the pride of France and Spain, 
I left my Poll, and plough'd the main, 
With heart devoid of fear 7 * 
Sweet peace return'd, III fail no more, | 
But boaſt my ſcars on Albion's ſhore, 

_ Saſh any wie my dear. 
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Sang by Mr. IN CLEO. ; 


TER gallant Soldier born to arms, 
All willing from his home he goes, 
For honour leaves all other charms, 
To meet in field ſurrounding foes; 
In hopes when war no more ſhall reign, 
To hail his native land again. 


"Wang" erhe goes, the deadly fight, 
Midſt din of arms and cannon roar ; 
His martial ardour gives delight, 
Till enemies for peace implore. 


The gallant Soldier, &e. 


Wich pride he views his hard campaigns, 


When toils and danger are no more; 
Of ſcars and wounds he ne er complains, 
When gain he meets his native ſhore. 


. The gallan Soldier, e. 
Ma chere Amie, my charming fair, 
Whoſe ſmiles can vaniſh ev'ry __ 
In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 
 Wholconly care is love of thee. 
Ma chere amie. 


Under . 


„ 
Under ſweet friendſhip's ſacred name 
My boſom caught the tender flame ; 
May friendſhip in thy boſom be 
C onverted into love for me. 
Ma chere amie. 


Together rear'd, together grown, 
Oh! let us now unite in one; 
Let pity ſoften thy decree; * 
1 e I die for thee! 
Ma chere amie. | 


85 XXII. 
Sung by Mr. Ax ROW AIT H. | 


WHEN freedom was baniſh'd from Greece and 
from Rome, 
And wander'd, neglected, in ſearch of a home; 
Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe might ſtand; 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine the land; 
With nice circumſpection he view'd the whole ball 
And weigh'd in the balance the merits of all, 
'Then quickly determined that England alone 
Was the ſpot well adapted for liberty's throne, _ 


Gay Momus inſiſted no place was more fit, 

Than the iſland of freedom for true attic wit; 

. And Venus confeſs'd, if twere pleaſing to . 

She could wiſh to make N the 8 of 
loves 


| Then 


la) 


Then Mars boldly ſtepp'd from his miſtreſs's gde, 
And ſwore that the Britons in arms ſhou'd preſide; 


While Bacchus. declar'd, that each he art OT 


Juice, 


For-the-uſe of brave Engliſkmenhe 8 n | 


To render compleat all the bleſlings now paſt, 


And provide that they mignt to eternity laſt, 


T was reſolv'd that a toaſt thou'd that inftarit be 
giv 'n, *, 
And drank in full bumpers of Boeder chrough 


Heav'n; 


This toaſt of the Gods W end mark it ye free! 


« May Britons with Britons for ever agree; 


„ By their enemies, nn they ſhall always be 


« fear'd ! 
c“ And with wine, wit, and women, week) | 
|»: +<chear'd.” ee ed a "OT 
xxII. 


— Mr. ARROWSMITH. : 
he PT s to thee, Tom, and now here 8 to 


thee, Will; 
since we're met, let us fing, and let's 5 
| quaff; 5 2 * 1 


. « The * and howel eee Rand ill, 


.Who knowswhenagain we thus gaily may Rk, 
This day is our on, be the day without forrow., 


* or ys my brave boys may be overde rr. 
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Whate'er you intend, or to do, or to ſay, | 
Make ſure of the preſent, and all will go right; 
For he who has liv'd as he ought the whole day, 
May ſleep with content on his pillow at night. 
Make ſure of to-day that the next may'nt be ſorrow, 
For life, my brave boys, may be over to-morrow. 


Ye lovers who're young, and more ſo, who're old, 
Neglect not a moment to make the fair kind, 
For love has got Wings, and your girl may be cold, 
If to-day you can't get em to be of your mind. 
If you loſe but an hour, it may be to your ſorrow, 
Love and life, my brave. boys, may ho over to- 
: morrow. 


Then truſt not to-morrow, — Bid nere, 
To- day is the ſeaſon for buſineſs or play, 
Who have not loſt their time, can have nothing to 
fear; 


Who thinks of to-morrow is loſing to-day. 


Now, now, is our own, not of time le: us borrow, . 


Let us live as if life ſhou'd be over to-morrow. 


*% 
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XXIV. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. Written by Capt.Thompſon. 


FAREWEL to England, thy white clifs adieu! 
Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you? 
Tho? oceans divide me as wide as the pole; 


No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul. 


= 0 1 


As well might my meſſmates determine to bale 

All the waters which fill up old Nemane” s great 
| pail, =; 

As divert my form mind N its fond rs TY on 

„l. | 
N to Old England, dear Mary adieu. 


Dear Mary adieu! can that love go to wreck, 

When ev'ry plank bears your name on the deck ? 

Nay, many love-knots on the tops I have made, 

Where guileleſs my ſhip-mates at . have 
play'd: 

Their ſports are no paſtime to ſorrow i me, 

My mind is more happy in ſighing'to thee ; 

More happy by far when I'm thinking of you, 

For the hope of return takes the _ from adieu ! 


Yes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar, 
"Tis his compaſs, his helm, his guide, and his 
ſtar; 
*Tis impreſs'd on his boſom the moment he ſails, 
It ſhorten's long nights, and it ques s light 
| gales, 


© - The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 


And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day ; 
With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 
And * adieu! into welcome return. 


XXV. 
Sung by Miſs BERTLES» 
Bow on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rain, 
To ſoothe my tender grief; 
Your ſolemn muſic lul!s my pals : 
And yields a ſhort relief. | 
O my heart, my heavy, heavy heart; 
Spells as *twou'd burſt in twain; 
No tongue can e'er deſcribe the ſmart, 
Nor I conceal its pain. 
The ſun, which makes all natare gay. 
Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark ſhade I paſs the day, 
Where echo ſleeping lies. 
O my heart, &c. 
The 3 paſſions of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 


Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 
If not the greateſt woe. 


O my heart, &. 


XXVI. 


Sung by Mr. Inch Eon. 


IN ſtorms, when clouds obſcure the ey, 
And thunders roll, and light'nings fly--- 
| In midit of all theſe dire alarms, 
I think, my Sally on thy charms, 


"Ds. ” The © 
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The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove 
Laſh'd to the helm, 

. Shou'd ſeas o'erwhelm, 

I'd think on thee, my Love. 
When rocks appear on ev'ry ſide, 5 
And art is vain the ſhip to guide: 
In varied ſhapes, when death appears, 
1 * of thee my boſom chears. 

The troubled main, &c · 


But ſhou'd the gracious pow'rs be kind--- 
Difpel the gloom, and ſtill the wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long-loſt native ſhore, _ 
No more the main, 
I'd tempt again, 
Dt tender joys improve; 
I chen with thee | 0 
Shou'd happy be, 5 
; 4 think on nought but Love. 


. 


XXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Ix LE DON. 


N O more from fair to fair Fu rove, 

A convert now to love I prove, 

And boaſt my conftancy. 

I épenſtve figh beneath a ſhade, 5 
While thus reſounds the echoing — 
Adieu Ma 3 WE | 5 
» | | 0 
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No more with pipe or jocund ſong, 

I now attract the liſt'ning throng, 
With merry wanton glee: 

Alone I ſigh for Chloe's charms, 

And muſing cry, with folded arms--- 
Adieu Ma Liberte. | 


Yet wou'd the ſmiling fair approve 
My fond defires, my conſtant love, 
How happy ſhou'd I be; 
With jocund ſong, each grove ſhou'd ring, 
With joyful heart wou'd Strephon ſing--- 
Adieu Ma Liberte. | 


XXVIII. 
Sung by Miſs Pool. Written by Mr. Ronsox. 


Mr mother ſays, I'm not ſixteen, 

Muſt dreſs---In the Beau Monde be ſeen ; 

Reply to all the vows of men, | 
Vo, no, no. 


In ſweeteſt bud there canker lies, 
And in the roſe ſharp thorns ariſe; 
All this' ſhe . to make me wiſe/ 
| And ſay, No. 


When Henry bother morning came, 

Profeſs d an honeſt tender flame, _ 
And aſk'd me 1 the Ag. I'd name, ; 
I aid, No. 


D z | 1 told 
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He figh'd, then ſhall I far . 


(690-5) 


I told him, mother Pd obey, 


And muſt of eourſe reply with nay; 


. fol faid, No. 

My ſpeaking te tears betray'd my love, 

He ſaid, ſhall Hymen doubt remove, 

To church you'll not deny to rove? - 
1 ſigh'd, No. 

My mother yow, I have obey'd, 


_ Attended well to what ſhe ſaid, 


nen. but him I wed 5 
Still ſay, No. 


XXIK. To 
Slang by Mis Poor. Writzn by Mr. Upton. 


YounsG c Colin met me yeſter eve 


Where pinks and violets blow, 


And told me what you'll ſcarce believe, 


I'm ſure you'll laugh to know ; 


He ſaid he'd heard ſome other 0 


- Wou'd wed me- -was it true! 


Why yes, ſays I. in anſwer plain. 1 8 


But that is nought to you. 


b I thought the ſhepherd wou'd go mad, 


He rav*d and look'd fo wild; 


In truth I really tov'd the lad, 


And All the while beguil'd ; 
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And when he preſs' d me to his breaſt, 

And ſhew'd the Church in view, 
My filly tongue in vain expreſy'd 
Why chat is nought to you. 


The artful Colin gueſs'd the cauſe, 
And led me to the fane, 
That tied us by its nuptial laws, 

Neer to untie again. 

And oh! my cheeks were bluſhes OY 
As night the later grew, a 
Till Hymen, whiſp' ring. kindly aid, 

Why that is nought to you. 


Sung by Mr. An o- Irn. 


WIEN 'tis night, and the Mid-watck! is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the dark'n'd main: 
Then ſailors think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne er may ſee again! 
But when the fight's begun, 
| Each ſerving at his gun, | 
Shou'd any thought of them come o'er our mind, 
We think but ſhou'd the day be won, 
How twill chear, 
Their hearts to hear, 


SY 


That their old companion be was one. 


- 
2 


„„ 


| Or my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind, 


Have left on ſhore ſome pretty girl and ti true, 


Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 


And ſighs to think how it may fare with you! 
O when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Shou'd any thought of her come o'er your minds 
Think only -ſhou'd the 22 be won, 
How *twill chear, 
Her heart to hear, | 
ANG her own true ſailor he was one. 


— 


XXXI. + 7 
. Mr. iwer sven. 7. 


A SCARLET coat Fe ht . 
Are paſſports to the Fair | 

| For Venus? ſelf was kind, tis lad, 
To Mars the God of wa. 


\ *.___ Then fince my country calls to arms, 


Love's livery PF'l wear, To 
N or ſeek reward, fave. mari 
But 8⁰ a Volunteer. ..' 2 IS 15 


. Shou'd Fortune ſmile, (do's grant mo fame, 
Tbe Laurel will be thine; : | 
The Flow'rs of Love I only. claim, | | | a 
Ah, let their ſweets entwine. 5 


Then ſince my Country, &c. 


( 33 ) 


All hardſhips ſeem as light as air, 
While Britiſh Maids we guard; 

Each Soldier has one darling care 
Fer ſmile's his beſt reward. 

Then ſince my Country calls to arms, 
Love's livery I'll wear, - 

Nor feek reward, fave Nanny's charms, 

Ne 80 a ers aj 4s 


— ů 
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XXXII. 
Sung by Mr. Danusy. 


Har, hark! hear the trumpet of war! 
How lively ! how cheerful its fiedin | 
It calls Britain's ſons from afar, 
To fight the Armadas of Spain. 
It ſounds ſweet revenge in our ears, 
To make them ſmart well for their bg” 
Which to do, we will pay em arrears, 
And wipe off the ſtain from our flag. 
Then Britons be valiant, your courage difplay, 
And add to Old England another proud day. 


How fooliſh and weak their decrees, 
How vain and pretended their hope, 
To think themſelves Lords of the ſeas, 


"Becauſe they've a Bull from the Pope : 
But Britons at this make a jeſt, 


And ne'er will ſubſcribe to their notion, 
For they know, that thoſe who fight beſt. 
Can only be Lords of the Ocean. 
Then Britons, &. 


— 


Our 
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Our fleets then in readineſs wait, | 
In hopes of performing their vow, g 
And no one can doubt of Spain's fate, | 
Since we are commanded by Howe. „ 
His failors are warm with deſire, bo 
Their courage and ſtrength to evince, 
To conquer they're taught to aſpire, 
Which leſſon they have from a Prince. 
Then Britons, &c. 


XXVII. 
Sung by Miſs LEARY, 


Warn Jack parted from me to o plow 125 ſalt 
deep, | 
Alas, I mayn't ſee is DEL, 
In ſpite of all talking I could not but Mw 
I o help it I'm ſure was in vain. 
Then he broke ſrom my arms, and bid me farewel> 
Saying, Poll, come, my ſoul, it won't do; 
. 80, dye bear, avaſt — and * my 


* Tis all Fooliſh aa; in EVE i. 
I could not help thinking that Jack was in right, 
From ſomething that whiſper'd d'ye ſee, . . 
| There's a Sweet Little Angel that ſits out of fight, 
Will reſtore my Poor Jack unto.me.. 


Yet while he's at diſtante each thought is employ'd, 
And nought can delight me on ſhore; - 

I fancy at times chat the ſhip is deſtroy'd, 
"WO "ry . W e 1 
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But then it's but fancy; that Angel above, 
Who can do ſuch a wonder of things, 
I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And ſo to myſelf I thus ſings ; 
What matters repining, my heart ſhall be light, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 


There's a Sweet Little Angel that fits out of fight 
Will reſtore my Poor Jack unto me. 


But ſhould that Sweet Angel, wherever he be, 
Forget to look out after Jack, 
Why then he may never return unto me, 
Ah, never, no never come back : 
But oh, it can't be, he's too good and too kind, 
To make the ſalt water his grave; . 
And why ſhould I then each tale- teller mind, 
Or dread every turbulent wave; 
| Beſides, I will never kind Providence light, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers d'ye ſee, 
There's a Sweet Little Angel that fits out of fight, 
"YOu relieve oP Poor Jack unto me. 


* 


XXXIV. 18 
Sung by Mr. Iver zor. 


ON Richmond Hill there lives a laſs, 
More bright than May-day morn; 
Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs, 
_ A roſe without a thorn. 
This laſs ſo neat, with ſmiles ſo ſweet, 
Has won my right good-will! 
I'd crowns reſign, to call her mine, 
Sweeet laſs of Richmond Hill. 


( ) 


Ye zephyrs gay, that fan the air, 
And wanton thro' the grove; _ 
O whiſper to my charming fair, 
11 die for her and love. 
| x This 180 neat, 4 * 
How * will the ſhepherd be, . 
Who calls this nymph his own ; 1 
O may her choice be fix d on me, © re 
Mine's * on * —_ 6 1.1 
This las ſo neat c. 


| 4 Sung by Mr. Vie now. | 
Tis man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 


While woman's hard fate was love, honour, obey; "Fs 


At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, - 


And the lords of creation mult pull in their horns ; 


For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 


When huſbandsare tyrants, their wives will be free. | 


| Away with your do ubts, your ſurmiſes, and fears, 


= - "Tis Venus beats up for her ga volunteers; * 
P gay 


Enliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 


And make of Four . what ne, 3 


Pleaſe: . 2 © Rowe 


To arms then, ye Kür mas. and let the 3 ſee, 


Whenhubands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


The rights of your ſex, wouꝰ d you e er ſee-reſtor'd, 


Jour tongues ſnou d be us d as a two edged fivord ; 
«7 : Ss . 
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That ear piercing weapon each huſband muſt dread, 


Who thinks on the marks you may place on his head; 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, 


B- ſubject to,. Zounds, do you know who I am; i. 


Domeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 
When women take courage to govern the men; 
'Then ftand to your charter, and let the world ſee, 


5 T ho* huſbands e their wives will ye ”_ 


—— 
* 55 
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: | 0 XXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Danian. 


TIM a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip . 
And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour 
And Venus, blefſs'd Venus, my boſom inſpires, 
For ſhe lights in our ſouls the moſt ſatred of fires. 
Yet to neither 1 ſwear fole allegiance to hold, 

My bottle and laſs 1 by turn muſt enfold! 

For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 


Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


When fill'd to che fair the briſk bumper I hold, 
Can the miſer ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure his gold ? 
The ambroſia of gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt, 
If good port fill your glaſs, and fair Kitty the toaſt, 
And the charnis of your girl more angelic will be 
If her ſophiz's encireled with wreaths from his tree 
For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 


Is of * gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


- * f | . Tot 4 b 3 — 4 
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| All partial diſtinctions I hate from my ſoul, 


1 O give me my fair one, and give me my bowl; 
* Bliſs reflected from either will ſend to my heart, 
Ten thouſand ſweet Joys which they can % have 

pe + 

Go try it, ye ſmiling and ms throng, 

| And your hearts ſhall in union beat to my ſong ; - 

kh bat the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the N of love. 


= i F WD 
| Shs by Miſs Poole. Written by Lady W. Abbas: 

| | WHILE Strephon thus you teaze 198 

—_. To ſay what won my heart ; | 

It cannot, ſure, be treaſon, 


= - If I the truth impart 
21H a It was your generous nature, 
VvBaold, ſoft, ſincere, and gay; 
= | It ſhone in every feature, | 
; J : Ht And ſtole my heart away. 
Ji 2 'S "Twas not your 1 tho? charming, 
x iwas not your eyes, tho' bright; 
s was not your bloom, tho' warming, 


Nor beauty's dazzling light. 
| | No- it was your generous nature, &c. 
=—_ 1 vas not your dreſs, tho? ſhining, 


= Nor ſhape that won my heart; 
br I, *Twas not your tongue combining, | 
11 8 NS that might pleaſe by art. 8 je 
—_ OOF was your * nature, &c 
1 
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: XXXVIII. 

"Ws by Mr. Ver: NON. | 
SMART Doll of the 8 who loy'd mirth - 
: her life, 
By many a ſwain was requeſted to wife; 
Her figure was graceful, and comely her face, 
Vet in her affections no man had ta' en place. 
The ſquire of the vill took it into his head, 
That he by great proffers cou'd win her to bed; 


But all his fine artifice, Dolly thro? ſaw, 
And baulk'd the poor 'ſquire with a hearty ha! ha ! 


| Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did i impart, 
Who knew nothing more than a plow ora cart; 
With aukward addreſs he made a ſtrange fuſs, 
Turn'd his hat o'er his thumb, * begg d * a 
| buſs. „ 
The lout fetch'd a ds and cry deed Doll tis 
Iſe love the moſt ih Paich giel I "I 


But ſhe ſlapp'd his fool's chops, and bid him SY | 


draw; 


80 ſent him away, while ſhe loud laugb' d ha ha 5 


The next was a fellow fo fine and ſo ſpruce, 

Who caper'd and ſung, n the girls play'd 
the deuce! Pi 

And poor Dolly thought for to PRESS as the reſt; 

But ſhe was too ſharp, and of him made a jeſt, 


E:2 185 Quoth 


3 


C 40 1} 


Quoth Doll, I'll ne'er wed till I meet with a man, 
Much leſs let a fop my affe&tions trepan ; 


And ſaid ſuch a thing ſhe before never ſaw, 
But hop'd he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out ha! ha! 


With the ladies I know *tis a primitive rule, 
Much. better be plagu'd with a Enave than a fool; 


And others again this opinion impart, 


Their eyes they will pleaſe if they torture their 
heart. 1 

From theſe I diſſent, but approve of the plan 

'Fhat laid down, till you meet with your man 

Then your ands and your hearts may unite with- 
out law, 


—_ Andy your conjugal fs Rate be one ſcene of ha | ha! 


— 


1 4 ED 
Sung by Miſs Jansson. 


| I DO as I will with my ſwain, 
He never once thinks Iam wrong; 
He likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſong. 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight, 
He hears me with joy all the day; 


He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 


That haſtens the end of my lay. oy 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 
And the ſhepherd wou'd ad finile, | 


Since 


(48: 
Since when, or in mead or in grove, 
Buy his flocks, or the clear river's fide ; 


I fing my beſt ſong to my love, 
And to charm him is grown all my pride, 


No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſures of nature or art; 
| But my voice that had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart. 
Tao. try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng; 
I won the rich prize all with eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with a ſong, - 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 
Il fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill; 
Your ſweetneſs of voice may preyail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will, 


- +; 8 ; 
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85 XL. 8 LY 
Sung ee 2 
; RECITATIVE.. | 


FR ROM Paphos iſle, ſo fam'd of old, I come, 
To raiſe recruits with merry fife and drum; 
The queen of beauty here by me invites, 
Each nymph and ſwain to taſte of ſweet delights : 
| Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, 

Where captain Cupid bears the ſole command. 


E 3 | Att 


| More beautiful far than was nymph ever ſeen: 


CET 
| = — O00. R Ha 
Ye amy and ye ſwains who are : youthful and 
| gay, 
Attend to the call and be bleſt while you may; 
Lads and laſſes hither come, 
| To the ſound of the drum, 
I have treaſure in ſtore which you never have ſeen : 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
| Where Cupid is 3 and Venus 1s queen. | 
Each nymph of ſixteen, who would fain be a wiſe, 
Shall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her for life; 
| Then laſſes hither come, 
To the ſound of the drum, 
I have ſweethearts in tore ſuch as never was ſeen ; 3 
Faſte, haſte, let us rove, 
To the iſland of love, 
| Where Cupid is captain, and Venus i is queen. 
Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a nymph to hi 
mind, 
Let him enter my „nt, and his wiſh he ſhall find ; ; 
| I can bleſs him for life, 
With a kind loving wife, 


Then haſte, let us rove, 
To the iſland of love, 


. Where l 18 8 and Venus 3 18 queen. 


In 


( 43 ) 
In Paphos, we know of nor diſcord nor firife,, 
Each nymph and och ſwain "WP be ara for 
life; . 
Inkn tranſport 3 joy, 

We each moment employ, EN 
And taſte ſuch delights as were never yet ſcen 3 

Then haſte, let us rove 

To the iſland af love, __ 
Where Cupid is captain, and, Venus is queen... 


XLI. 
Sung by Mr. Dariuy--Written 35 Mr. Ur rob | 


Tk fun, when ariſing, beſpangles the dew, _ 
| And tints with his glory the ſkies; 
All nature's in motion, how charming the views | 
When day is beginning to riſe! 
The morning is lively, Maria awake, 
Let us haſte to the myrtle alcove ; 
Or ftray by the fide of the chryſtaline lake, 


While the morn is inviting to love 


Did thy mind turn on me, the Sa dd 
| night; 

Did 1 e'er to thy fancy appear ? 
Did no fond idea thy boſom delight ? 

Maria, unfold to my ear: ok. 
Unſeen and unheard, you may tell it me now, 
Not a witneſs is near but the dove, | 
Which mourns for its mate, on the olive tree 

bough, | 
Whals the morn is vitieg” to love 1 


The 
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The winter, Maria, will come on apace, | 
As ſummer begins to depart ; 

Come then, in my boſom a confidence place, 
And ſpeak the fond wiſh of thy heart; 

O let us, my fair, be united to day, 
And haſte to the church in the grove, 

Nor let us the pleaſing occaſion delay, | 


While the mornis inviting to love. N 


9 
| XLII. 
Sieg by Mrs. WaIGRTEN. 
WHEN frrſt my ſage mother began to adviſe, 


Deareſt Nancy, ſaid ſhe, to be virtuous, and good 
To treacherous man, ſhut your ears and. your eyes, 


I promis'd. for certain, I wou'd if I cou'd. | 


On the green when I danc'd, and the lads cal'& 


me fair, 


While ſighing and flatt ring, ontip-toe they . 
They begg d I'd believe 9008s ey Vows. were. 


fincere, 
E told them, I certainly worn if I cou'd. 


And when my dear Jockey appear'd on the plain, 
Each elderly maiden, andill-natur'd prude, 

All bid me beware of the blooming youfig _ 
I ſaid, with a ligh, I wou'd if I cow'd. 


He approach'd with delight, and call'd me ſweet 


maid, 


| Then whiſper d with all the reſped that he 


ſnhou'd; 


5 1 I offer d my band, you'd refuſe I'm afraid, 


* laughing replied, I wou'd if I cou'd. 
Theſe 


(ies } 


Theſe ſmiles are propitious, the ſhepherd then 


cried, 
Thy meaning tho? humble, be ſoon underſtood; 


We'll meet in the morn, and I'll make 7 my 
bride, 


I promis'd with bluſhes, I wou'd if I cou'd. 


We met this bleſt morning, and haſten'd away, 


For my ſhepherd is Wh and faithful, and 
good, 


And I, ſimple I---faid, I'd Te, and obey, 
But certainly meant, that I wou'd if cou'd 


XLII. 
Sung by Mrs. Wriscnzr. 


EvkRY year impairs life's creafure, 

Robs us of a charm and grace, 
Takes away a joy and pleaſure, 

| Steals ſome roſes from the face. 


"Tis our intereſt and our duty 
To arreft the hand of time, 
Not to loſe a ſpring of beauty, 

Not to wait beyond our prime. 


Let us hearken, then, to reaſon, 
Let's be happy while tis noon, . 
Let us catch the ſummer ſeaſon. 
Winter elſe wilt come too ſoon. 


7" 
Sung by Mr. ARROWSMITH. . 


| "ON a cheat, a great deceiver, 
Will o' Wiſp, who leads aſtray, 
Yet is man the fond believer, _ 
- . Truſts him on from day to day. 
Vals his promiſe, beyond meaſure, 
Sickneſs now he ſooths with health, 
Toil with reſt, and pain with pleaſure, 
Fills the beggar's purſe with wealth. 


When each friend become's a ſtranger, 
And the world now bids farewell. 
He ne'er warns us of our danger, 
Still he whiipers, all is well. 
But his flattery's never over, 
He attends when all forſake, 
Over life he's ſure to hover, 
But for Hope the heart would break. 


Hope I I charge you, come not near me, 

I' not mind you from to-day. 

Vou no longer now can cheer me, 

_ Falſe is all that you can ſay. 

| Lately you a while reliev'd me, 
Now I find myſelf undone, 

For you have at laſt deceiv'd me: 


Te” thou bubble, get the gone: 


XLV. 


„ „ 
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„ 
Sung by Miſs NS WwMAN. 


I'm told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſhall die, 
They ſay I'm too nice, but the charge I deny, 

I know but too well how the time flies along, 
That we live but few years, and fewer are young ; 
But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Whole ages of ſorrow for moments of joy; 

I never will wed till a youth I can find, 


Where the Friend and the Lover are ped, join 'd. 


No Pedant tho? learned, or fooliſhly gay, 
Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to ſay 
To ev'ry fair one obliging and free, 

But never be loving to any but me, 


In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may confide, 


Whoſe kindneſs may ſooth me, whoſe counſels can 
guide. 

Such a youth I wou'd marry; if ſuch I cou'd find 

Where the Friend and the Lover are equally.join'd 


From ſuch a dear Lover as here I deſcribe, 


No danger ſhould fright me, nor millions n 


bribe; 5 
But dll this aſtoniſhing creature I 3 TY 
I am ſingle, and happy, and ſtill will be ſo; 


Lou may laugh, and ſuppoſe I am nicer than wiſe, 
But I'll ſhun the dull fop, the dull coxcomb de- 


ſpiſe/ 
Nor e' er will I marry an we youth Lean find, ; 


Where the Friend and the Lover are equally | | 


join d. 
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Sung by Miſs Leary. 


How rear the night, how dark each cloud, 
While ruffling winds are whiſtling loud, 

With foaming and tempeſtuous roar 

The ſurges daſh againſt the ſhore ; 


The rocks and hollow caves reſound 
And horrors fill each mind around. My 
Ah! where's my Willy? far from me. 


Upon the rough and dang'rous ſea! 
With ev'ry ruſhing gale I hear 85 
I heave a figh, and drop a tear: 
And when the dreadful thunders roll, 
The tempeſt ſhakes me to the ſoul, 
I tremble, liſten, hope and fear, 
For thee, my true and only dear. 
Ah! where's my Willy, &c. . 


How happy thoſe who live on land, 

And fee their homely toils expand; _ 
They dread no rock, or billows' roar, - 
Secure upon their native ſhore, 

They view their lambkins ſkip and bound, 
And crop their food from flow'ry ground; 
Nor mourn their abſent love, like me, 

Fe ar off upon the dang' rous ſea! 


Ah — Willy? far lem m. 


XI VII. 
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_ __ -. XÞVIE | | 
Sung by Mrs. KE N MED. 


3 the brook and the willow forſaking the plain, 
Young Celia came mournfully ſpeaking her pain; 
Soft zephyrs and willow, kind brook lend your aid, 
Regard the complaint of a wretched fond maid, 
To the willow, the willow complain, 

While echo repeats the ſad cauſe of my pain. 


If the man that I love ſhould here chance to ſtray, 
In murmuring ſounds, let the brook ſoftly ſay, 
For you ev'ry ſhepherd ſhe us'd with diſdain, 
But Strephon, alas, is a falſe-hearted ſwain. h 
To the willow, &c. | 


For the ſake of the nymph whom your wit did | 
enſnare, | 
Add a tear to the brook, add a ſigh to the air, 
But if your hard heart, doth relentleſs remain, 
May you love as J love, and like me love in vain, 
To the willow, .. 


1 


” 1 © 


xl VIII. | 
Sung by Mr. IncLEDoNn. Written by Mr. Ropson, 


WHEN fff I faw the village Maid, 
Like Cymon, motionleſs I ſtood, 
*Twas Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 

Lovely, beautiful, and good. 200 
Her cheeks qutbluſl'd the won roſe, | 
Her ſmiles wou'd baniſh mortals? woes, 

So ſweet the village maiden. 


W.. F Clariſſa 


( 


Clariſſa's eyes all eyes attracting. 
Her breath Arabian ſpices feign; 
For her, like gold, wou'd Av' rice wander, 
p | Adventure life the prize to gain. 
: I. told mylovewith many fears, 


ens maiden, 


She ſigh'd becauſe ſhe had not riches, 
1 To make her lady-like and gay; 
Tho? virtue was her only fortune. 
| I dar'd to name the nuptial day, 


1 I fhall be rich enough ner 
1 To wed the village maid. 


Third Volume, | 


XLIX. 
| | 1 Sung 55 Mr. Wirsox. 5 
ZA AEGITATIVE. ....: 
$1 *T HE balmy Zephyrs breath'd their fore; - 
And way'd the gentle breeze; 


The buſy day of toil was o'er, 
ad Nature ſought for caſe. 


4 5 4 # $ x 
= * : | \ 
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Which ſhe returned with ſpeaking _— 


The cares of wealth let knaves ſans, 


. The remainder of the . Sox es which are 
to Scotch Tunes, or relative co cke CHAcz, are arranged, 
under their reſpective heads of Hunting and Scotch in the 


_ 


„ © 


? 
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| ewas near a daiſy- ſprinkled mead, . 
A bluſhing roſe I found, | 


Waſting its odours in the air, 
Its ſweetneſs on the ground. 


Sweet flow'r, I cry'd, how ſhort thy bloom ! 
And ſnatch'd it to my breaſt, 


Here mayꝰſt thou ſhed thy laſt perfume, 
And find eternal reſt. 


Yet no—to Delia's WU fant” . | 
Who boaſts her youthful prime. 
And tell her plainly that her chanms. | 

Too ſoon muit fade like thine. 8 


. Then on her botom breathe thy laft, © i 


While I thy fate deplore! 53 
And mark, with ſorrow, at thy dooni, 


4 > 
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Sung by Mr. WIIs em. 
"Twas at the cool and Fragrant hours 
When ev "ning ſteals upon the ſky, 


When Lovers ſeek the filent bow'r, , 
Young William taught the grove to figh; 


F 2 : His 


Fearful my heart ſhoy'd be ſubdued, - 


633 


© His heavenly form and beauteous air, 


Was like the flow'ry vale, 


Vet did he figh; and all for love 


Of Mary of the Dale. 


When o'er the mountain peep'd the dawn, 
Oppreſs'd with grief he'd often ſtray, 


_ Ofer riſing hill, and fertile lawn, 


To ſigh and weep his cares away: 
Tho? he had charms to win each fair, 
That dwells within the vale, 
Yet did he figh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. 


| The merry dance; the chearful ſong, | 


Cou'd now no more a charm impart, 
No more his hours glide ſmooth along, 
For grief lay heavy at his heart: | 
This cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
Was like the primroſe pale 


* 


| Sighing, he died, and all for love, * 


Of Mary of the Dale. 
T | — 
I. | 
Sung 5 Mr. Wrox, | 


WIEN! lovely 5 rt I . 
Amid the numerous throog |. | -- 


1 thus addreſs'd my ſong 


Sweet 


t 53 
Sweet Son of Beauty, 5 
Thy bow to bend in vain; 
Not once enchain'd to all that's dear, 
My freedom will maintain. 


With ſcornful lodk, the youth reply'd, 
Can nougght thoſe charms inſpire? 
To ſuch the Gods wou'd be ally'd, 
Perfection all admire, 
He ftraight let fly an arrow keen, 
A A chaſm wide was pd. 
| Soft pleaſure flow'd, I view'd the mien, | 
Jo gain her all I hop'd. | 


„ N - 


LIL. 
Sung by N. KING. Written by Capt. Tor nau. 


| You ks me my jovial companians brake, 
The joys of a rural receſs to partake; 

With you, my good friend, P'll retreat to the Vine: 

Its ſhelter be your's, but its nectar he mine ; 

For each *twill a ſeparate pleaſure produce, | 

You cool in it's ſhade, whilſt I glow with it's juice, 

And own no delight with its rapture can. vie, 

Who always 1 is drinking, yet always is dry. 


The lover may talk of his flames and his FREY 

His judgment of eyes, and his conqueſt of hearts, 
May ſmile with the wanton, and ſport with the gays. 
Enjoy where he can, and deſert where he may ; 


3 | Yet 


Who always is drinking, yet always is 8 
Ambition, they tell me, has charms for us all, 


Ihe pageant of ſplendour may lure for a while, 
Zut ſoon we grow ſick of its weight and it's toil 5 
Nor can it with us be compar'd, my brave boy, 
Whoſe appetites wengthen the more we enjoy ; 
Then deign ye kind pow'rs, with this wiſh to comply, 
3 ate 1 always be nn, yet always be dry. 


Cw): 
Yet the 1 adherents of love muſt deplore, 


That it favours when taſted, are favours no more; 
Then how can ſuch joys with his extacy vie. 


But well I'm convine'd they're charms that muſtpall; 


„ 


1 


Ss Sung Py Mrs. BARTHELEMON: "IJ 


CP: 


Acam the year puts forth her 8 
Delightful Spring her robe reſumes, 3 
And ev'ry ſtorm is laid: 5 
Fierce bluſt ring winds, and driving rains, . 
No more ſhall blaſt the verdant plains 
Or whiſtle thro? the glade. 


Again o'er yonder daiſy'd mead, 
The virgin choir the dancers lead, 
| And chaunt their rural lay; 
25 See Flora, and her ſprightly train, 
Now jocund beat the village plain, 
| "FM freedom, mirth and — 


5 Again 


C op 


Again return'd the ſmiling hours, 
And ev'ry ſcene is deck with flow'rs, 
| That hail the new-born year: | 
But, ah! can hapleſs I be gay, 
on join the feſtal rites of May, 
_  - -» While Damon is not there. 


Ye limped ſtreams and ſhady tree, 
How taſteleſs are your ſweets to me, 
_ © _ ,. How gloomy ev'ry ſcene. - * 
But ſee l- thro' yonder moſly grove, 
I ſee my faithful Damon rove,., 15 
Adieu to care ee 


IT 
Sung by Mrs. BARTHELEMON. = 


Love over me has no dominion, 
From his bondage I am free? 

I'll ne'er change my fond opinien, 

Cupid ſhan't make ſlave of me. 
Pompous words and fpeeches tender, 

Can't my tranquil breaſt alarm; 

I my heart will ne'er ſurrender, 
Lovers cannot do me harm. 


Chaſte Diana's pleaſures loving, | 
PIFpurſue the diſtant chace ; 5. 
O'er the mountains flying, roving, _ 


Man ſhall never ſee my face. 


- 


- . - 
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LV. 


Sung at SADLER's WELLS dy Mrs, Hax LOW E. 
Written by Mr. LAaNGDALS. 


$ WIEN the anchor's weighed, and the ſhip's 


© unmoor'd, 
And landſmen lag behind, sir; 

The ſailor joyful ſkips on board, 
And ſwearing, prays for a wind, Sir. 
| Towing here, yehoing there, 

Steadily, readily, . 
Chearily, merrily, - 


Still from gare —— 
Is a ſailor's life at ſea. | 


When we ſail with a freſh\ning breeze, 
And landfmen all grow fick, Sir ; 
The ſailor lells with his mind at eaſe, 
And the ſang and the sann go quick, Sir. 


* here, 2 


When the wind at night whiſtles o'er the deep. 
| And fings to landimen dreary 
I be failor fearleſs goes to lee, 
Or takes his watch moſt — | 
Boozing here, ſnoozing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


. When 


( 57 9 


When the ſky grows black, and the wind blows 
hard, 


And landſmen ſculk below, Sir: | 
Jack mounts up to the top-ſail yard, 
And turns his quid as he goes, Sir. 
Hawling here, bawling there. 
Steadily, &. 


When the foaming waves run mountains I Fo 
And landſmen cry All's gone, Sir; 
The failor hangs *twixt ſea and ſky, 
And he jokes with Davy Jones, Sir. | 
rg here, claſhing there 
* we: ee ESPE 


| When the ſhip d'ye ſee bee a . 
And landſmen hoiſt the boat, Sir; 
The ſailor ſcorns to quit the deck © 
While a ſingle plank's afloat, Sir. : 
Swearing here, tearing there, | 
Steadily, readily, - e 
Chearily, merrily, _ 
Still from Fomeare and thinking . fre, 3 
Is a | ailor's life at ſea, 3 


TWO & 7 £ | LVI, 
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LVI A 


CHING CHIT QUAwW. 
Sung at SADLER's WELLS. 
Written by Mr. LonsDaLs. 


' Finsr Cnrness G1 RL. 


Nm chew nang, po ning, ning . bay 
5 | 

Szconp Gin a 92 
Chew nang, po ning, ning kang hay, 
Ching, chick a ching, chick a ching, ching chit 
: quaw, ching, 


Chick a ings a chick a ching, ching rr 


q | Clown. . 5 
You fing fowell I ſhould like to ply: oo 
With your chick a 2 chick a ching, ar 
3 With your chick a chivg, nehick ning aching 
> | 8 IU | 
"Sreond mz . 


Shu ſhank es, quang ho, ho ſhung tong, - 
Shu ſhang king, quang ho, ho ſhung tong. 
FIRST GI. 
| Ching; chick a ching, a "chick, a chick, ching 
_ chit quaw ; 
Ching, chick a chng, a chick a cling, a ching 
chit —— | 


„ 
#7 > 
* 


Crown. 


( 39 ) 
CLOWN. 

. 1'1l kiſs them both before tis long, 
| With their chick a ching, chick a "Ou _—_ 
| chit , 

FrasT Grzr. 


Ming chew hang, tew ming, ming tang ki, 
Ming chew hang, tew ming, ming tang ki. 


Sxcond G1RL, ot 
Ching, chick a ching, chick a * ching 
chit quaw ; 
Ching, chick a ching, a chick: a ching, a ching 
chit quaw. : 
| Cs; 
| Oh! if that's the caſe---I am —— bye 
To your chick a ching, chick A t cing 
chit qua. 
| Szeonp Gigs, | 
hang fong, ſham ſhunp, quang whang ping "Mi | 
IOW 1 ſham ſhung, quang . ping fu. 


* 


Finest GIII. 5 
Ching, chick a chin, chick a chin — 8 I 
chit quaw e 2292 XA 3 
Ching, chick per a chick» king, aching 
| PT Crown. 


The 48 a have ſuch wives * 4 
With your chink a ching, chink a c ching 
_ oat ws | 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


e 
0 * r n 9 4 n he 


; Be BANNER if FREEDOM. £ 
umu 1 * Mon 418. 5 
| Wang the rights of made: and fair Li- 
berty's cauſe,” Es 
Are engraved on our hearts and * 5 our ein, 

g While the fabric of State is uprear'd on the plan, 

1 Im gives Nature' 8 claims! in Juſt meaſure. tomane 
21 \ OCnonvs. Is 7} 7 
= Then Brinain. « once more mn be great as «ſhe's 
3 ; brave. 120 
1 And the Banner of Freedom triumphantly x wave. 
i While the politic wheel keeps the track of che tate, 

Wulle the ſcale of fair juſtice is true to its weight. 
= While no favor, no pow'r, breaks Heav'ns deſign, 
3 e beams wi wag W thao? Fw 

3 Cub. Then Britain once more, Kc. | Z 

* ; 


ks 


| When our Monarchs, content with their Unity 
| * 


a 

Shall obſerve their condition to rule and obey ; 

And as Britain's firſt ſervant, while true to their 

N charge, | 

Shall be true to their Soy? rign-—the people 4 *® 
large. 1 


CHO. Then Britain once more, Kc. 
When party, unmov'd by ſelf-int'reft or Hate, 
Shall flame with no zeal, but a zeal for the ſtate, 
When the public alone on try'd ſervants depend, 


And the truſt of the a s {till e with their 
friend. 


Cno. Then Britain once more, . 


Then ſhall glory and induſtry ſpread o'er our * | 
And the dim face of credit recover its ſmile ; 

Our burthens grow light as our commerce revives, 
And a full tide of plenty give eaſe to our lives. 


Ono. Then ſhall Britain once more, &c. 


But —_ pre ejudice, paſſion, or perſonal as, | 
Guide the Will of the crown and its ſycophant 
friends; 


When faction with meanneſs and malice e N 
IJ 00o hatch a foul * e, ſly ſteals to the throne. + 


Cnon us. af” Tete . 
Then Britain no more can be great as he's e 
Nor the Banner of Freedom wn wave. 


von. I, - 6 1 


"CT @ I 


When "0 if who ſtillhave the ſmiles of a king, 
For the doctrines they hold, and the homage * 4 
bring, * 
In obſtinate error encourage the Throne, | 
And ſtretch out its power to widen their own. 
1 Ono. Then Britain no more, &c. 


en that ſlave of vile ſervice, clandeſtine, and 
> . ol, - 
The Thane's guilty nightman, too foul for diſ- 
| . 
Wen —— foe of all . again ſhews his cara. 
4 And dictates at will to a nation he fears. 

Cno. Then Britain no more, &c. 

1 When a gang of old Tories, to chain a free 1 
i Hang a child on their hook, as a popular bait ; 
lf When they tutor a babe in the fins of their tribe, 
| And then with his virtue gur patience wou d bribe. 
Cuno. Then Britain no more, &c. a 
Then * ol and oppreſſion, diſaſter, and ſhame, 
| . Will ravage our country, and bury our name, 


For the great Tory maxim's to load you with ills» 


Till ern with your 9 you bend to "Roger 


Cue. Then Britain no more, [ew * 


May our vengeance confound then a Fiftem ſo "0 
That wou'd break the brave ſpirit . that lives in our 
* "Ile : : = 
May the people's oppreſſors meet halters lod blocks, 
Ang: all hearts join the Banner of Freedom and 
Fos 


ono. Then Britains c once more, &c. LVII. 
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| Poor Jacx, By Mr. Dinpin. 


. Go patter to lubbers and ſwabs, do you ſee, - 
Bou danger, and fear, and the like; 9 
A tight water boat, and good ſea- room give me, 
And it e'n't to a little I'll ſtrike; | 
Tho' the tempeſt top-gallant-maſt ſnack-ſmooth 
ſhould fmite, CY * 

And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood. 
Clear the wreck, tow the yards, and bowls over 
thing tight, 

And under reef foreſail we'll Ft — 
Avaſt! nor don't think me a mille ſop ſo en. "i 

To be taken for trifles a- back; 

For they ſay, there's a Providence fits up aloſi— 
To keep watch for---the life of Poon Ja 0 k. 


Why, I heard the good Chaplain palavergne day, 
About ſouls---heaven---mercy---andiuch ; as 
And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay ! 1 
Why, *twas juſt all as one as Yigh Dutch. 1 
But, he ſaid, how a n can't ” ye 


ie, 


Without | by that come down 7 = 
And many fine things, that prov'd clearly 1 oer 
That Providence takes us in to ww. 
For, ſays he, do you mind me, let Goes cer fo 
"= 08 
Take the top-lifts of ſailors a-back, 
There's a ſweet little cherub fits perched up aloft, 
1 keep watch for---the life of Poox Jack. 


G 2 | I ſaid 


* 0 6. d 
Tfaid to our Poll, (for you ſee ſhe would cry) , 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 
“ What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eye? 
Why, what a damn'd fool you muſt be ! 
Can't you: ſee the world's wide, — there's room. | 
| 7"Y for us all, | + | 
2. © Both for ſeamen and tet 9 
And if to old Davy I go, my dear Poll, 
Why, you never will hear of me more! | 
What then !---all's aſhazard---come, dont be ſoft, 
Perhaps I may laughing come back; 
Fordy'e fee, there's a cherub fits failing aloft, 
'To keep watch for- the life of Tus JACK. 


"Ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be, ev y inch, 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, | 

And with her brave the * without __s to | 
| 4 flinch, £ 


| Fam the moment as 3 a-trip. ""_ 
As 0 We, in all weathers, all times, tides, and 
33 
— a trouble from duty that hills; 3— 
nt heart is my PolPs---and my rhino my friends; 
And as for my life,---"tis my King's! 
E'en whetF'my time comes, ne er believe me ſo ſoft 
As with grief to be taken a-backg{- 
That ſame little cherub, that fits up aloft, 
Will look out a good birth for---Poor Jack” 


LIX. 3 
Paxopr on the above by Mr. Darrow. 


| Th Polly, no longer in 8 W 
While far o'er the ocean I ſail ! a 
I never yet dreaded the ſtorms on the main, 
But whiſtl'd or ſung to ales e ; 
I have fail'd to the Eaſt, I have ſail'd to the Weſt 
To the North, and the South, I have been; 
No danger alarm'd me, no fear fill'd my breaſt, 
And ſafe I returned again: ö 
My love fill'd my mind, ftillwherever I 
And my courage was never a-back; 
For I thought the god Cupid would wake * 
| Content, * 
And preſerve my dear Poll 65 Poon 1 e 


So now tis my lot, for to quit * more, 
To fight with the inſolent foe; | 

Yet make yourſelf happy, dear Poll, on the ſhore, 
For fate will protect me IT know : | 


Death ſhoots his T arrow o'er bead. o'er a 


land, . 
And it ſignifies not mi dies 1 5 
Tis in vain to repine, when he l 
1 


N wil all be as one by and by: 
Perhaps you may die, while I ſail ar away 15 
If you ſhould, may I never co ne back; 


For Tnever, Im ſure, ſhould ſurvive that ſad day, 


Wich takes away Poll from Poox Jack. 


3 „ 


„ 


- 
* 
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But away with ſuch thoughts, they are foes to the 
brave, 
In think not of what is to come; : 
For glory, and honour, each ſon of the wave, 
Will fight or will round the world roam : 
Ke. * mg pips ds and the billows may 


roar, 
The rocks and the ſands may appear; >.” 
4 * love will prote& ze, I'm certain ee, 


Once more to return to my dea: 
Then mark what I ſay, and believe it is true, 
Wich grief ne' er to be taken a-abackx 
As Cupid will ſurely protect me for you, 
1 nne for her honeſt PooR Jack. 15 K — 


Then once more farewell, as the wind i it fits fairs | 
And the veſſel ſhe caſts for the ſea; 4 
The cheer up your co wage, and never argen. 5 
And chimper no longer for me: b 
My heart ſhall be conſtant wherever I go, 
Each doubt and ſuſpicion is vain; ? 
I fear not the ocean, I fear not the foe, | 
Hope ſays, I ſha!l come fafe again: 
And Cup, who takes all true lovers in tow,. | 
From danger will keep me a-back; x : 
For he will protect me, for Poll, I well know, 
en for ber honeſt Pook Jags: ods 7 - 
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Lx. 


+: Aloft from the maſt- head one day he eſpy'd + 


(6) 
r LX. 3 
Sg GIT to Poor Jack, by Mr. Movr es. 


: WIEN laſt honeſt Jack of whoſe fate I now ſing 
Weigh'd anchor and caſt out for ſea, 


For he ne'er refus'd for his country and king 
To fight, for no lubber was he; 

To hand, reef, and ſteer, and houſe every thing | 

tight, | 

Full well did he know. every VEL 3 

Tho' the top lifts of fear . nns ſhould 
| . 

| Jack never wasknown fr to o flinch. * 
Tho! the topliſts, &c. 


= 
. 


Seven ſail, which appear'd to his view, 

Clear the Om ſpunge the n was . 
And each to his Ration then flow; r 

They fought until moſt of their fellows were ſlain, 
And filenc'd was every gun, 

Twas then that old Engliſh valour was vain. 

For by numbers, alas! they're undone. 


Yet think not bold Jack, tho? by conqueſt diſ- 
may d, 9 5 
Could tamely ſubmit to his fate, 

When his country he found he n * could 


ſerve, . 
Locking: round, he addreſs thus. each mate, 
What's 
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What's life, d'ye 0 when our liberty's gone, 
Much nobler it were for to die, 

So now for old Davy, then plung'd in the main, 
Ven the cherub above heav'd a ſigh. 
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Tp gente Love's nnen fire, 


Could animate the quill, 


Soon ſhould the rapture ſpeaking lyre, | 
Sing Fanny of the Hill. 


My panting heart inceſſant moves, ; 


No interval is ſtill; 


And all my raviſſid nature Ioves, 


Sweet Fanny of the HII. 


Her dying, ſoft, expreſſive eye, 


Her elegance muſt kill; 


| Ye gods, how many thouſand ds 


For Fanny of the Hill. 


A love-taught tongue, „ | 


Then.mighty- eee fac, 
My happineſe to Hill, ' 

-h. bleſs a wretched e "A 

With Fanny of the Hill. 
| | LXII. 


A ſentiment---a fl; 


: In all the graces of the fair, n 


Mark Fanny of the Hill. 4 . 
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LXII. 


Written by Mr. ears ren 


| VON . <4 ſtout a boy, 
As ever gave a maiden joy, 
But long in vain he told his tale 
Too black-ey'd Biddy of the Dale. 


Ah, why, the whining ſhepherd cried, 
Am I alone your ſmiles deny'd ? 
I only tell in vam my tale, 
To black-ey'd Biddy of the Dale. 


True, Colin, faid the laughing dame, 
You only whimper out your flame; 
Others do more than ſigh their tale 
To black-ey'd Biddy of the Dale. 


* 


XIII. 


— * W. OY 35. 


I Will never vow truth at the feet of that fair, 
| Whairefuſes my ſtory of fiction, an ear. 
If my ſoul ſhe enamours, my love ſhall be ſhewn, 
ORE heart,- E 8 | 


. 
In her boſom the whiteneſs of ſnow Ill behold, 


But not like the ſnow, maſt that boſom be cold, 


And her eyes, with the luſtre of planets, ſhall 
ſhine, 


80 their beams are exchang'd in good humour with 
mine. | 


If careleſs ſhe turns,  whellfny baden 1 tell, 


I'll copy her manners, and bid her---farewell ! 


If the leſſon of love, ſhe refuſes from me, . 
PI learn her Indifference, and like her be free. CC 


LW. 
Tao his paſion in Kence the youth wou'd con- 
ceal, 


What his tongue will not utter, his « eyes Rall 3 
And by ſoft ſtol'n glances unwillingly prove, 


That they are the tell- tales of Celadon's love, 


To the grove, to the green, nenen, to the 


fair, 


| Where'er I go my blithe ſhepherd i is hom: 


I know the fond youth by his bluſh, by his*ſmile ; 


And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 


Tho indifferent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love, 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 


— to her, ou his looks are 
me. f 


= a 4 * 
8.7 * 


AM 71. 


Sometimes L command | him an "oP to dicks 
But, alas, my reſolves! I command i it in vain, 
For when the dear theme he'l1 no longer purſue, 

I forget my commands, and reſume it anew. 


When he ta ks, if alone, I am ever in fear, 

He ſhould ſpeak what I dread, and yet vin moſt o 
hear; 3 

Should he mention Hye tho? my pride wou d 
deny, 7 

My heart e. prochee dear Iris . 


LXV. 


DEAR Chloe while thus beyond meaſure, 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 

You rob all your youth of. its pleaſure,. 
And hoard up an old age of pain. 

Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 

You'll find to be very ill-grounded 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 
Vour kindneſs would vaſtly improve; 
Four fighs and your ſmiles are the dawn, 

Fruition s the ſunſhine of love. 


And tho? the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay; 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 1 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was day. | 


= 


Old 


* 


7; Old Datby, with Joan by his ſicle, 


"You've often regarded with world rg: : 
He's dropſical, ſhe's weak eye'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder. 


Together they totter about, 
r 


Or fit in the ſun, at the door, a 
And at night, when old Darby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not imoke a whiff more. 


No beauty, nor wit, they poſſeſs, Xn 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; _ 

Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them fo fond of each other? 


"Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, _- 
The endearments which youth did beſtow /; 

The'thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our bleflings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, _. 
Which fickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love: 


A friendſhip inſenſibly grows 

By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe, | 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


" : 3 - 
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L XVI. 


IXI. 


0 O, fra grant flowers, forſake your clay - cold bed 
Thrive in the ſunſhine of Liſetta's eye: 
Live in its beams, beneath its luſtre fade; 
Bloom on her breaſt, and an her boſom die. 
There, from thoſe charms unwilling to remove, 
O let each flow'ret---emblematic wreath ! 


Live its ſhort hour, expreſſive of my love, 
That fades to fall, not languifhes till death. 


Emblem of youth! in beauty's charms array'd, 
Bluſh Uk the morn, and cloſe with Cloſing J 
Then, Fl wreath !/ 20 teach the, lovely 
a maid; 
Since i is ſhort, *tis wiſdom 0 be gay. 


NA — 
XL VII. 
As Pitt ** Dundas's was lately returning, | 


With his {kin full of liquor at one in the morning, 
According to cuſtom the youth went aftray, 
Ferie . and bewilder'd, and out of his way. 

| Derry down. © 


% 
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80 thos he begins, in s ptifl tune. 85 


e) 


Lane time all alone o'er the heath did he DEPEN 
Till at length he diſcern'd a farm-houſe thro' che | 


gloom ; ; 


ſpark, 


All mm. to bone Matter Billy) was ark.” 


Derry down. 


As over ** bens our ab jump'd. 


The . they did growl, and his little heart 
- thump'd; 
Yet rays he to himſelf, « Why ſhould I be afraid ? 


But no glimm' ring of candle, no a lebe 5 faint 


« 8 a lion won't venture to ſnap at a maid !“ | 


4 5 Derry down. 


3 leſt * mould 3 fo, a rogue be miſtaken, | 


He determin'd to take the beſt care. of his bacon ; 


(In the dark there”: no e my * from 
Joan) , OE, 


a 


Derry down. 


4 O fangs good Hiner wo robber is here, 
« Your property” 8 3 have — to 


46 fear; . 


8 Tis T, Mr. Pin, Mr. Pite there” s no harm 3 in, 


« Who fav'd you from Foxes and other fuch 


„ ei vermin bo - 
n + Derry dies. 
an 3 vermin 1 yourfelf-but _ make the 
„ coaſt clear, by 


= cc „Mr. Pitt, or the devil, you've no ul *neſs here ; 


25 IS 


— 


. Here 


cx) 


ee Here! John, Thomas, William! where are ye 


all? run, 


| a Strike a light! let the dogs loſe! and bring « 


66 me ah. . ** 


Derry 8 


With e eyes all in tek favs the ftripling, ſays he, 
« O dear Mr. Farmer, pray do not kill me!“ 
But deaf to his pray'rs and intreaties, I wiſt, 
At random he fir d what a mercy he miſs'd!. 


adn , Derry down. 


Down, down fell the] n be W he was 


dead, 
And long would not venture to lift up his head; 


At laſt all bemir'd, and in horrid diſmay, 
He took to his heels, and with ſpeed ran away. 


Derry down. 


Oh, what grief would kis death have diffus d 


through the nation! 
To the throne what addreſſes of fore 8 


Had he fall'n in this worſe than a gunpowder plot, 
For old Kh ne er attempted to meddle with ſhot. 


Derry down. 


Now all ye young 8 of theſe ticklih days, 2 


Take warning from Billy, and logk to your ways ; 
Don't be 2 o'er bounds that were formerly 


Nor 2 at the time when your forefather's "1 


Der Eee down, terry doom, 
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8 Jornny was a p 


17 
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per” 8 ſon, 
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Jenn 
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: 


nny tuned his oaten p 
" Blythe and bonny, 


O Johnny o'er the watel 3 


O'ier 


'Thro? the 8 
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aidens fair, 
Love ſubd 


the tune that 


Johnny 
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nny to her bonny ba 
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Written by Captain Mon Eis. 
You aſk me,What's Love ?---Why, that virtue- 


fed vapour. 
Which poets ſpread over our begue, me 
gauze, 
May do for a ſwain who enn feed upon paper's ; 
But fleſh i is my diet, and blood is the cauſe. 


A delicate tear e, ſpun into Platonic, 3 | 
Suits the feminine 3 no beauties i in- | 
ſpire; 
But the blood of a Welchman is hot aa havnt; | 
2 he loves as he . for his ied ſoon | 
i595 on fire. a 5 '4 SY 1 


| er Fax | — — 5 . bo 
A raptur'd delirium af mental u ent 2 
Tho-, alas! m dear adam, not five 1 in the'n =. if, 
dien — 
E fouls have an optic 1 to view the blen = 
if vb light. 5 1 ts 85 a l 2 . ; I 
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va we peak not of Winde of — YI 
But Love, common Love, in its carthly attire, 
Which, beheve me, when dreſs'd kn this e = 
„ü ele,” '. © | 
Wears the eee diſguiſe of a A 
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For che boſom's dedeit,- like. the ſpendthrift s pro- 
+] fuſion, _ 
As the ſubſtance declines rich appearances tries: 
More gay as more weak, till the ſplendid deluſion 
In a pang of bright rg dazzles and dies. 


I att co GALT IR 
= 
4 
6 


Ah! ! if in a ſtrain of pure ſentimany flowing; 
No animal warmth checks the animal tongue; 


g Tis the trick of a coxcomb to boaſt your undoing;: 
= And one: hey or SIT oO _ — 


HOY 


F or Love, in a dh of ſoft agitation, 
Oercome with its ardour, bids language retire; 
And, loſt in emotions of troubl'd ſenſation, 
IN Still breathes che ſoft accent of ſilent deſire. 


Yes the God's on the wing⸗ when a Gilicats Da- 
mon 
In ſickly compoſure ſits downs to refine; - 
For Love, like a hectic, when weakly the ſtamen, 
Still brightens the ſkin as the ſolids decline. 


f ſuch be the love you propoſe in che queſtion, | 
No doubt its a phantom » dreſſed up by the mind; 
; 8 . Apt, believe me, it is not a ſabſtance to reſt on, 
* Nut a fraud of cold boſoms and Vanity's blind. 


| Bubfor me, my Joey Madam, a poor carnal ſinner. 

Whoſe love keeps no lent, or on rhapſody ſtarves; 
With the ſharp ſauce of hunger I fall to my dinner 
And _ without * what appetite craves. 


So 


( 9 » 


805 my good lady , all beauty and merit, 
You ſee, tho? I doat on your face and your minds 


The devil a grain can I feel of Love's ſpirit, 
= e ___ warrant your _ N 1 


With - you, perhaps, will e my vile 
„ - naty 
But thus 9 the caſe, and- i in truth on 
| theme, 
Were my miſtreſs the firſt, bock | in mind and. 6 in 
features, 


dun, her, and paſſion would 3 a dream. 


As a poet, indeed, I've a lcenfe for fchion, 4 
To drefs in heroics the treacherous heart; 
But take the fad truth, een the pfui die: 
tion, 5 
For Love moves with me in an beurer part 


Fut, perhaps, you may know fomething more of 


the matter; 
Fuer drigu to inform the dull foul of a bruze ' 
Ahint of your mind would moſt 2 fatter: z 
. Amute. 


LXX. 


"OP — 


Sung by Mr. Banyrrer, a the An ACR T I= 
; . Written by Mr. TOMLINSON. 


'To 2 in Heav”, d where he ſat in full 3 
A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
Thar he their inſpirer and patron would be, 


When this anſwer arriv'd' from the Jolly old 
Grceian: 


Voice, fiddle, and flute, 

No longer be mute. 
vn lend you my name, 3 as boot, 
And beſides, I'll inſtruct you, like me to entwine,, 
The myrile of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 


The news. thro' Olympus imme diately flew; 
When old Thunder n to give himſelf 
airs, 


1 + Lf cheſomonal are ern ſcheme ro 


„ 
Tube devil a. goddeſs. will Nay above fairs, 
In e mene of —. | 
Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll a, 
And there, w_ good fellows, we'll "on $0 in- 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


( 8) 


The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fuſty maids, 
From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee ; 
Idalia wilt boaſt but of tenantlefs ſhades, 
And the bi-forked hill a mere deſert will be; ; 
My: thunder, no fear on't, * 2 144247 
Shall ſoon do its errand., | 
And damn me, IU ſwinge the ringleaders, L 4 
rant; 
I'll trim the young dogs, for thus dazing to twines. 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine“ 


Apollo roſe up, and faid, « pr ytiiee neꝰer quarret- 
Sood king of the gods with my vot'ries below: 
Your thunder is uſeleſs. Then ſhewing his laurel, 
Cried, © Sic evitalile fulmen, you know, 
Then over each head 
My laurel Pl ſpread, 
So my fons from your crackers no” miſchief hall 
_ _ dread, 
Whilſt, ſaug in their club-raom. p Bak Jorially 
twine 


The myrtle of Venus with W 5 5 


Next Momus roſe up, with his rifible phiz, 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join ; 
The ful tide of harmony ſtill ſhould be his, | 
But the ſong, and the catch, and 3 gr mall 


be. mine. 
Then, Jove, be * — 
Of cheſe honeſt fellows”? s- 
_ Cried Jove, eee nom 
2 ; wee 2 


And 


65 


| And ſwear by old Styx, that they long n in- 
| twine _ 5 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's HERS 


Ve ſons of Anacreon; then join hand in hand ; 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love : 
Tis yours to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd ; 
Von have the fanction of gods, and r 
Jove. | | 
While thus we agree, OG ; 0 
Our toaſt let it ben . 2 1 
May our club flouriſh happy» 1 = ” 0 * 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine 
3 with r s vine. 


3 ru by hir Ronson 88 
1 by MI heart From my boſom Gown b. 
Aud wander; oh! wander afar; 
= Reflection bedews my ſad eye, 
Feoͤeor Henry is gone to the war!--- | 
O ye winds! to my Henry bear 
One drop, let it fall on his breaſt; p 


> The Tear as a pearl he will wear, 
And I. in remembrance be bleſt. 


In yain ſmiles the glittering ſcene, 

In vain blooms the roſeate flower | 
1 e 
* ee ee r. 


ä - | 9 ye winds, Kc. N . 
1 * | Ye 
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( 83 ) 
Ye winds that have borne him aways 


Reſtore the dear youth to my arms : 
| Reftore me to ſunſhine and day, 


Tis night till my Henry returns, 
| O ye winds, &c. 


LXxXII. x 71 
Written 65 W. Prance, Big. _ 


Tn this till retirement fair Iris 1 As, 
Her beauty enchanted her manner ſubdu'd; 
Ineffable ſweetneſs each feature array'd, | 
And the magic of Love in her bright treſſes play's. | 


The fair thus reſiſtlefa paſs d careleſs along, 

Praiſe follow'd her W and MG; hor: in 
ſong; 

For ſure ev'ry virtue adorns that ſoft breaſt, 

Whoſe Snow gave to Innocence hint for a veſt] 


In what dripping <p bloſſom· fene d 
bow ., 


Sequeſters the beauty from noon's burning port 


5 F Aſſiſt in the ſearch, O ye gay Village Swains, 
And the ſmile on her lip will requite all your pains. 


But why ſhou'd I tempt you her charms to behold 

Why lure you to bondage with fetters of gold ! 

In love tis wol pinfag do füt alone, Eg 
For che n dane went _— 


"Ivan, 


MO len 3 | Ei _ 1 
- al : ** 5 3 " p = * 7 we a . * 
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tis 3 - 


de Dal 
Wines b Paras Pixpaa, Eſq. 


WIEN love hath charm” d the virgin” s ear, 


She hides the tender thought in vain, 
How oft a bluſh, a ſigh, a tear, . 
Betray the  ſweetly-anxious pain ! 


For thee a motud flame I own, 

Thy joy, thy ſorrow / hoth are mine 
Thy virtues all my ſoul have won, 

That boaſts a paſſion pure as thine. 
No more ſhalt thou my coldnefs mourn, 

I en marea thine e, 

Ifee fait Truth by lip adon. 

And hear her voice in ev'ry figh. 


* by . 
— *. Ae 2 7 p . 


Ln e IXXIV. ab gib 
ann the PERSIAN Annes. 


Com. We me hacks in reams of wine > 7 
And as the guggling ruby- Warms, Hi 
; Withijoy-elate'<'en age will ſhine, 
And youth irradiate brighter chan, 
2 quick yon roſy beverage bear, | 
Whoſe fragrance charms the wine-rapt hour 
The roſe which ſcents the ambient dir, | 
Droops at her rival's gayer pow'r. 


, ec 8 ) 


Tho? poor in worth, tho' fluſh'd with wine, 
Yet ſtill to me thy ſmiles impart ; 

Then at my fate I'll not repine, 
While you approve this FTIR: heart. 


In wine the orbit of the day, 
We view, while midnight moments paſs; 

As richeſt wines their charms diſplay, | 
Behold its ſemblance in the glafs. 


F rom where the ruby caſk was hung, 

- My roving footſteps heedleſs ſtray, 
For love of all the gay and young, 
Ah, point again the pleaſing way ! 


Yet quit me not, leſt, when no more, 
My frame they to the earth reſign. 

And when my pulſe forgets its pow'r,. 

Then ſleep me in a cu of wine. 


Give to the waves this maſs of clay, 
Where e'er the ruby fluids beam; 

Be juſt to all, old proverbs fay, - 

And plunge into the limpid ſtream. 


I ben ftring my bow); and ſwift as light 
Or falling ſtars, its force impart,. 
And Soy the fend to endlels * 


LXXV. 
Written & Mr. LanGDALs. j 


| Tune Alteration. 


TikkR was a jolly vicar, in a county I know 
very well, 

Who at preaching, and handling a text, very few 
could him excell; 

He was a ſtaunch friend, both to the king and 
nation. 


Admiration, &c. 


That * lov'd a blooming lass, there is no doubt, 
For he married a ſmart charming one, which makes 
it out; 

At firſt ſhe ſeem'd content, and happy in her ſtation, 
But at length ſhe began to ſcold, what a woeful 
K 88 . 

Alteration, Wh 


She'd . a wing loud ſermon from din to 
7 night, 1 

About trifles or oy at al, which ve him of 
delight: i * 

In vain it was tried, to coax ut, into 3 
She ſtill went on to vex him more, O what a bo- 
theration, 


| Borkeration & E. 
Finding f 
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And he een all who knew him, gain'd Cs ation. 


(#7) 


: Finding i it was in vain, . ſuch a 88 to reclaim, 
He thought it was his beſt way, to purſue another 
game; 
Good liquor he thought in time might cure his 
| vexation, | 
And: his pipe, and his cart, and his friend, juſt 
ſuited his inclination. | | 
Inclination, &C. | 


At laſt his with was taken ill, and look'd won- 
derful bad. 


And when death thought proper to o take her m_ 
he was very glad; 

vet 4 very decently preach'd her Ra oration» 

Where he declar'd a ſcolding wife was the worſt 
thing in the nation. 


In the nation, &c. 


Now with his friends and his can, he paſſes * 
night, Sir, 
And ſays that good liquor, "ey good _—_—_— 
muſt all delight, Sir; | 
To laugh and to fing, he ſaid, every one e might 
g upon occaſion, jy 
Yet ſtill he chants them all to uſe catheter, 


| | Moderation, &c. 
As king was ever his ine ſo it * was his 
text, 8 


And in proving — its goodneſs and nue. bu | 
never was We ; 


i, of 


. 44 | I 2 He 


1 


14) 


He ſaid to the poor, the lame, and the dick, we | 


| ſhould make viſitation, 


And there beftow our 3 to our 


fituation. 5 
Situation, Ec. 


It was a Chriſtian PE he ſaid, to a preſerve good 


neighbourhood, 


And to drink and be cheerful, he advis'd every 
one ſhou'd; 


At length this jolly vicar died (as we all muſt 


in the nation,) | 
Which fl dall his pariſhioners with ſad e es. 


Lamentation, what a woeful lamentation, 


TXXVI. 


' Written by Mr Wanps Ne 


Tune T , Bufi Crew. - 


WIN Jack firs faw his blooming Polly, 

At Portſmouth when he came on ſhore ; 
He kiſs d her with a heart quite jolly, 

- And thathe lov'd her then he ſwore. 


o prove this tue, he kigg'd her auily, 


With ſtreamers waving from her head ; 


With wine and punch, he treats her daily, 


And with the niceſt things ſhe's fed. 


s L 
+ '@& 


For 


— 


68999 


For gold he values not a feather,” © 7 


If ſhe'll conſent to be his wife; 
The parſon ſhall ſplice them together, 
" "ThE 145 and will be her” s for . 


To crown his wiſhes he 8 


So to the church they ſteer'd away; 2 . K | 7 


No couple was e er ſo contented, : 5 


They were as dae as birds 1 in May. 


Thus j joys on 1 chey are an 


Jack lives in clover while on ſhore: 


But when he finds his money going, 


Why then he goes to ſea for more. 


” 1 * 
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LXXVII. 


Written by G. W. L 


Tune. adam, you know my trade * (oak 


| SINCE honour calls me tothe feld 
I'm bound to graſp my brazen ſhield, 


My ſpear to hurl, my ſword to wield, 
5 2 


And Britain's foes to ſubdue : 
Even then, When whiſtling bullets 


And ſulph*rous | ſmoke obſcures the 5 


Altho' I cannot whine and fi hb. "pt 
Tu _ think on vou. 


13 


. . 
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When adverſe troops are rang'd in ſight, _ 
My boſom burns with ſierce deli ight,” {] 


1 ruſh, inkrepid, to the fight, 


« long to back and hue? 


Then Laura, when my foes I've flain, | 


I'll march triumphant o'er the plain, 
Undaunted brave the ſtormy main, 
{ Aud By" to Joy and you. 8 787085 


1. 4 7 25 + o 


And when once more with thee I meet, 
. Vllead thee to ſome calm retreat, 
There lay my trophies at thy feet, 


And all my love renew: 
The pomp of war ſhall be forgot, 
My Laura's charms. ſhall grace our cot, 
And may it be thy ſoldier's lot 
To live and die with you. 


Fg 


\ 


N I. 


Maia ue LR. 
Pl ſpeak of Love no more: 

'Tho? once thy henet: Lhop'6 40 gains 5 
The fend deluſion coin. 2290547 


hat h heart, with cruel ſe or. denied, : 


to obtain; 


Fer fell, | the victim of your . pride, 
wh And die by your Aſdain, 1 


* 
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ILxXXIX. 
Written by J. W. 
Tune Te Laſs of Party s Mill. 
WIE RE W a 
And every landſcape's gay; 


My Sukey there I found, 
As blythe as birds in May. 


As lovely as the morn, 2 
She every ſenſe did fill; 


Such beauty did adorn, 8 be 5 _ 
The Laſs near Pollard's* Mit.” * 


O! how my panting heart, 41 
Beats when J view the fair: 
Kind Nature! void of =”: 


My fancy did enſnare. 
Hude Hike a We einn 1 
Which roll'd with fimple ſkill; 
She gives my ſoul delight, 


% 


The Tos near, rr Mil, | | | | 
= L — — oft © | 
Her breath each paſſing gale, _. _ : 


| Gives delicate perfume. | 


Oh ! could. 1 win. the fair, 
I try my utmoſt ſkills . g 

I love her to deſpair, „ 
The Laſs near Pollard's Mill. 
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Write by W. Comvun, 26. 


T HE nympth muſt loſe her female nia, 
II more admir'd than the ; WET 
But where will fierce contention end, 


If flowers can die. b > tea 2 


Within the garden” 8 peaceful gebe i 
 Appear'd two lovely ws "vo r 
The Lily and the Roſe. ED 


| The Roſe fn rd nw rage, 6 ? 
And ſwelling with diſdain,” 
Appeab'd to many a poet's page, 3 

To ante e e aid 


The Lily's height beſpoke com | 
A fair imperial . be ih — 

She ſeem'd deſigned: for Flora's hand. 
The ſeeptte of her pour. 4 222 2 


This cruel bick Ning and debate, 8 


The goddeſs chanc'd to Hear! f wo. 
flew to ſave, ere yet too 815 
The * of the kae. n vi. 2 


N 


18 

Pe 1 7 

1 
4 
| 
1 
; 
1 
| 
1 


R e e lee et: Zo 


1 
1 1 
1 | } | 1 * 
X'S; r Spas $35.4 1898 
8 \ ” be Soap oe + 5 4 » . 1 - 
© bs... * . 
X 7 «| 13 
n : FY Y ; * 
| EE. 2 


( 88 3 
s Your's is,” ſaid ſhe, © the nobleſt hue, 
And your's the ſtacelier mien, 


And till a third ſurpaſſes you, 
«Let both be deem'd a Queen.“ 


Thus ſooth'd and reconcil'd, each ecke 
The lovelieſt Britiſh fair; 


Tue ſeat of of empire is her cheeks, 


They reign united there. 


* 


IXXXI. 
_ Written & Mrs. "MOVE 


WHEN cold indifference chills the breaſt, | 
The lover fighs in vainn 

We are deaf to every fond requeſt, 
Regardleſs of his pain. 

But Ol how eaſy are we won, 
When Nature does. conſpire : 

And aids the lover; then how ſoon, 


We catch the trembling Gre. 


* — 


Boldly to frown in vain we try, 
When love has warm'd the heart; 
Our eyes ſtill give our 2 the 6K 

* lay. . all but art. 
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1 And, fwig the flowing can, 
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LxxxII. iy 
Written by Mr. Din B D TH a 


Sailor's life's a life of woe, _— | 
He works now late now early, | 


Now up and down, now to and fro” » 
What then, he takes it chearly; 


Bleſt with a ſmiling can of grog, 


If duty call, ſtand, "riſe, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog, 
T be cadge to weigh, - 
The ſheets belay, | 
He does it with a wiſh, . 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat head, 
The pond'rous anchor fiſh. 0 
For while the grog goes — 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a —_ 
We fing a little, © © 
And laugh a 8 bre 


1 


: And 0b a Ude, 3 
And fiddle a little, ee 


And foot it A 3 IP! 


3 71 * 


* 
3 


If howling winds and icing — 
Give proof of coming danger, 


F e view the ftorm, our hearts at caſe, 


For Jack's to fear a ſtranger. 


( 95 

Bleſt with the ſmiling grog we fly, 
Where now below, : 

We headlong go, 

Now riſe on mountains high, 
Spite of the gale, 

We hand the fail, 
Or take the needful reef, 
Or man the deck, 

To clear ſome wreck, 

Jo give the ſhip relief. wal e 
Though perils threat around. 
All ſenſe of danger ee | 

we deſpiſe it to a man. | 

We ſing a little, e. 


But yet think not our caſe 1s hard, 
Tho' ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home, a ſweet reward, 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us; 
Now too, the friendly grog we ek 
Our am'rous tbaſt, 1 
. Her we. le no, 
And gaily ſing and laugh. |, 
I he ſails we furl - 
| Then, for each girl, CY 
| The petticoat diſplay, : bt 
The deck we. „ 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms ſurvey, _ 
And then the grog goes mb} 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 
We ſing a Ertl, Ge, 


LXXXIII. 
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A Flaxen-headed 
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- LXXXHL 
Aa on | the Lirrrz Proven-Bor. | 
Written by G. W. L. 


. 3 


as Pty * be, 

And next a little dru I journey d oꝰer the lea; 

But now a ſaucy'corp?ral, I ſtrut in worſted lace, 

And ſoon Lil be a ſerjeant, and wag my jolly face: 

"When captain I'm promoted, I'll break a French- 
man's head, d 

And if the raſcal whimpers, why * Pl ſhoot 
him dead! 

When mounted on my horſe, fir, ſo e be, 


| You'll forget the . drummer that: . | 


2251 oer the lea. 


Pubeat for dern, 8 burbeido'om vit pelf, 

Il battle for my country, my king, and then myſelf; 

Whatever's good for them, fir, Imeverwill oppoſe, 

When both my legs are ſhot off, on . Pu 
charge my foes'; © © © 


I' fre upon the enemy, eee ar, 


And when Pm tir'd of 6ghting, fit —_—_ and 
count my fears 3 © | 
In war and campaign honour, Abe Pitbe, 


| You'll forget the . ee a 


— 


LxXXIv. 
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LXXXIV. 


"I WELVE months are paſt "TER on this ficand 
In ſad diſtreſs we parted, | 
And as the boat forſook the land, 
The oar my hand deſerted; 
My eyes on yours were fondly bent, 
And ſeem'd their tears to borrow; 
And ſure from you a look was ſent; 
Tauhat well repaid the ſorrow. 


To bear me quickly from the more, 

The crew---our grief ſurviving,. - 

With l ſtroke ſtill Rept: the oar, 
In w timed meaſure plying 

Till diſtance, and approaching aig, 
Your lovely image ſhaded ; 

Yet ever in ideal fight; 


* —_ Yn prac Er ont, NS 


While ſeas were round us ＋ 3 42 
I've fear'd alone the gale that ſwepxt 

Too rudely o'er our dwelling. + + - + © 1 
But now, my love, no more your bar WE 

Shall heavewith ſad emotion, 
I'll ſtrive to make ea ii moment blelk. | 

Nor tempt again the Ocean! 


* \ 
6 4 


Vor. II. 1 LXXXV 
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AV. 


Ir was a winter” 8 evening, 
And faſt came down the ſnow : 


And keenly o'er the wide heath, 


The bitter blaſt did blow ; | 


When a damſel all forlorn, 1 
Quite bewilder'd in her way, 


Preſs'd her baby to her boſom, _ 


And ſadly 1 thus did fay : 


„ O cruel is my father, | 
Who ſhut his door on me, 


And cruel is my mother, 


Who ſuch a fight cou'd ſee; 3 


And cruel is the wintry wind, 


That chills my heart with . 
But crueller than all, the lad 


Who left my love for gold. 


| Huſh—huſh---my deareſt 2 


And warm thee in my breaſt: 
Ah ! little thinks thy father 


How fadly we're diſtreſt ; 3 


For cruel as he is, did he 


But know how now we fare, 
He'd ſhield us in his arms, from 


This bitter Piercing air. 


1 


% 
1 . 
: 7 


Cold 


( 99) 
Cold---cold, my deareſt jewell, 
Thy little life is gone! 
O let my tears revive thee, 
Se warm that trickle down: : 


My tears that puſh ſo warm; ; oh e | 
They freeze before they fall; 
Ah! wretched, wretched mother, 
Now thou” rt bereft of all!” 


Then down ſhe ſank deſpairing, 
Upon thedrifted ſnow, | . 
And, wrung with killing anguiſh, | „ 
Lamented loud her woe: ü 


"y And kiſs'd her baby's pale ps, al 
And laid it by her fide; * 


And caſt a look to heaven, ES” 
Then bow'd her head, and died, : 


LAXXVL. | 
Written by I. C. E. 


Cont laffes and lads, take leave of your dads, 
And away to the maypole hie; 
For every ſhe, has got her a he, 
And a fidler ſtanding by. * | 
There's Nanny has got her Jack, and. Jenny has 
got her Joe, | 
a Toj Jig it, to jig it, to jig it, to jig it, to Jig * to 1 
and fro. 


1 Strike 


* | 5 

„ 

Strike up, ſays Wat, agreed, ſays Bates | 
I pray the, fidler pay ; 

Content, ſays Hodge, and ſo, as Madge, 
For this is a holiday : _ 

Then every man began to foot i it round about, 

And every maid did Jetty it, jetty it, jetty it, in 
5 and out. | 


You're out, 1 Dick, you le, ſays Nick, 

The fidler plays it falſe: | 
So, ſays Hugh, and ſo, ſays Sue, 

And fo, ſays nimble Alice. ONE | 
The fidter then began to play the tune again, 
And every maid did trip 3 it, n Wr 

unto the men. ; 


Let's ks, fays Nan, content, a. 5. 
And io ſays every ſhe ; 

How many, ſays Nat, why three, ſays Matt, 
For this is a maiden's fee. N 

r they inſtead of chree, did give them half a 
ſcore, 5 


The men in kindneſs did give them, did give. 
them, did them give, as many more. | 


Then after an hour, they trip'd to a bower, 7 
To play for ale and cakes; 
And kiſſes too, until they were due; 62 
| maidens held the takes. TO 
The women then began to quarrel with, che men, 
| And bid them to take their kiſſes back, and give 
| them their own again. | 


* Thus 


( 102 } 
Thus they ſat until it was late, | 
And tir'd the fidler quite, 


With ſinging and playing, witho t an ö paying, 


From morning until night. | 
They told the fidler then, they'd pay hin for his 
play, 


And each gave two-pence, gave 3 gave ? 


two-pence, and went their way. 


Good night, ſays Cis,- good night, ſays Priſs, 
Good night, ſays Harry to Doll, 

Good night, ſays John, good night, lays Joan, 
Good night, ſays every one. 

Some ran, ſome went, ſome ſtay'd, ſome any 

by the ways 
Each bound themſelves, in kiſſes to meet 
the next ä | 


A . 
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LXXXVIL. 
By W. Cow k R, ts 4 | 
Tane, Taveed Side. 
Po in the glad ſeafon of W 


 Alleep at the dawn of the day, 1 1 


I dreamt what I cannot but ſing, 
So pleaſant it ſeem'd as I lay. 
I dreamt that an ocean afloat, 
Far Weſt from fair Albion I fail'd, 4; 
While the billows high-lifted the boat. 
And the freſh-blowing breeze never ia. 
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| In the ſteerage a woman I ſaw, 
Such at leaſt was the form that ſhe wore, 


Whole beauty imprefs'd me with awe, 
Ne'er taught me by woman before. 
She ſat, and a ſhield at her fide 
Shed light, like a ſun, on the waves, 
And gail g divinely, ſhe cry'd— 
1 go 4 make Freemen of Slaves.” | 


Then raifing her voice to a ſtrain, 
The ſyeeteſt that ear ever heard, 
She ſung of the Slave” s broken chain, 


Wherever her glory appear d. 


| Some clouds which had over us hung, 


Fled, chas'd by her melody clear, 


And methought, while ſhe liberty ſung. 


*Twas Liberty only to hear. 


Thus, ſwiftly dividing the flood, 


Jo a ſlave cultur'd ifland we came, 


Were a Demon, her enemy, ood, 


Oppreſſion his terrible name. 
In his hand, as the fign of his ſway, 


. . Aſcourge, hung with laſhes, 8 | 
And ſtood, looking out far his prey | 


From Africa's ſarrowful ſhore. 
But, ſoon as approaching the ey 
- That goddefs-like woman he view 4 


The ſcourge he let fall from his Hand. 
With the blood of his ſubjects — 5 


I ſaw 


I faw him both ſicken and die, 
And the moment the monſter oxpir's, | | 

Heard ſhouts which aſcended the 8 i" 
From thouſands with rapture inſpir'd. | 


Awaking, how could I but muſe, 
On what ſuch a dream might betide? . 
Bat ſoon me eee Gagnon read 
Which ſerv'd my weak thoughts for « guide, 
That Britannia, renown'd o'er the waves 
For the hatred ſhe ever has ſhewn- - 
To the black-ſcepter'd Ruler of Slaves--- 
Reſolves ta have none of her own, 


J 
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LXXXVIII . 
Written by Mr. RoBs0N. 
DisTREss me with theſe tears no more. 
One kiſs, my love, and then adieu! 


The laſt boat deſtined. for the ſhnore 
Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you, 


Soon, ſoon before the light winds barne, . | 


Shall I be ſever'd from your fight ; 
You, left the lonely hours to mourn, 
And weep through many a ſtormy night. 


When far along the the reſtleſs deep, 
In!n trim array, the ſhip ſhall ſteer, 
Your form, rememb*rance ſtill ſhalt keep; 
Your worth, affection fill revere. 


And 
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And, with the diſtance from your eyes; 
My love for you ſhall be encreas'd, 

--- As to the pole the needle lies, 
And furtheſt. off, ſtill varies leaſt, 


While round the bowl the cheerful crew 
Shall ſing of triumphs. on the main, 
My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you, 
. Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain. 


2 when we're bow d the leaguing fe Wes 
Revengeful of dur country's wrong, 


Ran home, my heart ſhall ſhew ) 
No fiftion'grac'd ys artleſs ſong. | 
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$ | | LxXXIx. 
Written by Major WALLEE. 


Lene Alcander fightd in in vain, 
And felt love's agonizing pain, 
Nor could Euphrafia then diſcover 

By words her torments to her lover, 
= modeſty in both conceald 
What nature wiſh'd to have reveal'd. 


Meeting her onee by chance in tears, 

He ventur'd to declare his fears: 

And ardently he ſought to know, . 1 

be ſource from whence thoſe tears — flow ; 
For, in a form ſo heav'nly fair, 50 

He thought no * could harbour there. 
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Nor 
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Nor could the then the cauf- confeſs, 
But ſoftly ſaid, look nigh and gueſs! 
With fault' ring accent as fhe ſpeaks, 


The dew- drops gliſten down her cheeks, | 


Whilſt he no further could advance, 
Than juſt to caſt a timid glance. 


In dread ſuſpence, the youth eſpies 

A tear, juſt farting from her eyes; 

He gaz'd, and (what he leaſt exported) | 
The cryſtal orb himſelf reflected: 

With modeſt vows he own'd his lame, 
And what he ſaw he dar'd to name. 


With tranſport next he ſnatch'd a kiſs, 


And drank the tear, on hearing & Ves l“ I 


Reſerve at length, was laidadide, 
Euphraſia made his happy bride: 
And may no ills their bliſs deſtroy; 
But, all their tears be tears . 


Written by Mr. Joxxs. 
Tune, Deſpairing befige a clear fexeam. 
WHEN a youth I to roving inclin'd, 
And laugh'd at each credulous fair; 
Variety fild all my mind, 


The black and the brown I declate. - | 


4 . : _ 
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Inconſtancy was my delight, 


(Ye nymphs do not take it amis; 3 
Till Betſy firſt caught my fond lights 15 
_ The beautiful Maiden of Diſs. | 


J 100 Magen! danc'd on the green, 


Or join'd with the ruſtical throng; 
But ſilent and ſeriou lly ſeen, 


I went thoughtful and penſive along. . 
If I met her by chance in my way, 


I then was tranſported with bliſs; | 


.. She'd ſmile, but alas! would not — 


The beautiful Maiden of Difs. 


At laſt in the neighbouring grove, 
I faw the delight of my ſoul; 


1 figh'd and I told her my love, 
And ſhe did not my paiſion controul, == 


To Hymen's bright altar we went, 


Hand in hand to partake of the "I , 


E'er fince I am bleſs'd with content, 


And the beautiful Maiden of Diſs. 


n . 


ver. 
| Tune, Once the Ge of the Greeks, 


Wär. is man, unpoſſeſad of che permanent joy. 
Which muſic and beauty impart. Bi 

The butt of Apollo---of Venus the toy; 
And ſtratagem dwells in his heart ; 


ag 2 
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Could 


{ 197 ) 
C ould he claim all. the wealth that the univerſe 
| yields 

Leſs happy by far would he prove, 


Than the ruſtic who labours all day in the fields, 
And at night tunes the reed to his love ! 


Tho? chain'd in a dungeon, I'd ſmile at my fate, 
And the gloom of misfortune diſpel ; 

Would Apollo and Venus but viſit my _ 
And daily enliven my cell : 

Tho” fetter'd and bound on a lodging of ftraw, 


(Would they guard me from ſickneſs and death) 


I'd never repine at the fortune of war, 
Which had robb'd me of liberty's breath! 


Heav'n grant me this boon !---May the io of my 
. 
Be endu'd with a temper ſerene! 
May the tongue of a ſyren inſpire her voice, 
And the beauty of Venus her mien! 
Should I reach the bright ſummit to which I aſpire, 
And gain ſucha prize for my wife, 
I'd aſk of Apollo, one ſtring of his lyre, 
Which ſhould bind us together for life ! 


Then with muſic and beauty each year would re- 
volve, 
And each moment new pleaſure unfold !_ 
Like the honey of Hybla'my life would diſſolve, 
While I ſcarce ſhould perceive I grew old; 
Till the Stygian monarch, with countenace wans 
To Elyſium my foul ſhould invite; 
Then I'd ſing at death like the Albion ſwan, 
And bid all my a good night ! 


v2 | Ny | XCII. 


- — vw» — — — 
. —̃——j— — — o — 
3 —— YR , ̃ — Nu ˙— A A+ — ; — 

: " — —ů — — 
— — _ 
— my —— — — —— - - 
— — 8 —— — _ — 
— c—_ —— = 


— «Ü re — 


— rows 


XII. 
Written by Mr. STWPSON, 
's Tune, Polly Ruſſe J. 
As ———— I rov'd 
Among the ſmiling fair, 


1 kiſs d, and toy d, but none I lov'd; 


My folly I declare: 
"Tm one I ſaw of pleaſing mien, | 
Not like your flirting madams; 


Tho” rural, yet ſhe lock'd a queen, 


Near Swaffam town, and man 
This roſy maiden tript; 
Around on hillock, or in dale, 


With wanton lamb kins ſkipt: 


- My heart it bounded in my breaſt; | 


I ſought'no high-dreſs'd ene | 
For all my ſoul I do proteſt | 
Is only Polly Adams. 


Je lover, who 120 de 
What torments I eee 


Ol every art, inform · me — 


To gain the maid ſecure: 


If truth and eee 
ws (Unknown to wealthy:medams) | 


To church, if the nee ed. 
n Pally Adams | 
n... 


TRE flver moon that ſhines ſo bright, 
I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher ; 
And if my minute glaſs runs right, 
We've time to drink another . | 
It's not yer day, it's not yet day, | 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor; 
Until the fan beams round us play, 
Let's jocund puſh about the pitcher. 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 
And fleep at night, to grow much vicher ; 
But what is all the world can ſay, 
Compar'd to mirth, my friend and Pitcher. 
It's not yet day, &c. | 


Tho' one may boaſt a handſome wife, 
Vet ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her; 
Unvex'd I live a chearfal life, 
And boldly call for Cother pitcher. 
It's not yet day, &c. 
1 dearly love a hearty man, ; 
No ſneaking milkſop Jemmy Twitelier; ; 
Who loves a laſs, and loves a cann, 
And boldty calls ſor t'other pitcher. 
It's not yet day, it's not yet day, | 
Then why ſhou'd we forſake good liquor 3]; 
Until the ſun beams round us play, 


Let's jocund puſh about the pitcher. 
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1 
5 - Written by Captain Mon ars. . 


Tho- Bacchus may boaſt of his cate-killing 


bowl, | | 
And Folly i in thoughe-drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip, alas ! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devoions- the ſenſes i invite. 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ; 
Hom to Fancy, that feeds on the charms of the 


We WI. 
The dearth of Reflection s the birth of all Woe! 15 


- What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 


| For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine 


Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus s tun. 


Te tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted ; to millions deny'd: 

Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jeſt at that for which Sages have dy'd. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro? life been my 


doom; 
And well can I ſpeak of its joys and i its ſtrife : 


The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro” the gleam, 


| But Love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens. our 
\ life. 
$M | Come 


( 111 
Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight 
= T YE magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ! 
Awake inmy breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl! 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor eer, jolly God! from thy banquet remove 3 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine 
That's mellow'd by F n and ſweeten d 
by Love. | 


| XCV. 4 
Written by. W. Praxen, N. 5 1 | 
FROM this roof young Willy went, 1 
When the lark firſt left its bed; 'Y 
_ Whiſpering, be my love content, 
I to diſtant vales muſt tread. | 
But when ev'ning's ſtar a „ 


'Thro' che dews I'll ſeek this ſpot, 
Let me kiſs away thy tears; 


*Tis with grief I leave the cot. 


| This bo ſaid, then ſtrode away, | 
O'er the heathy mountain far: 
O!] to guide him leſt he ftray, 
Riſe thou bleſſed evening ftar! 
See it beams! and hark his ſong ! 
 Sweetly to my ear tis borne ; 
Blithe my ſhepherd trips along, 
Faithful to his vows at morn } 
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; | Writes by. Mr, Woor rr. 


| Rouny Arthar's gay table ſome love to be 
— their purſe at their n coſt, 
While ſome to the TO Newmarket love ramb- 
lng 
Blundering too oft on the wrong ſide the poſt: 
But pleaſure inviting, 
And woman delighting. | 
My ſpirits exhale, and enrapture me moſt, 
With theſe every vapour I chace, 
Reſiſting the Fiend of Deſpair, | 
Look Poverty full in the fac, 
And kick up the crutches of Care. 


Ye formal, methodical ſons of Sobriety, 
BUY Phlogmatic, cold, to feftivity coy, - _ 
Who ne er knew the pleaſures of mirthfal fociety, 
| Whoſe larum of life ſeldom * Joy 3 
Adieu with ſuch notions; 
For Bacchys's potions | 
Inſpiring good humour far better 1 prize ; ; 
Go preach up your doctrines elſewhere, 
Shake yournoddles and ſeem to look wile, 
To me your dull precepts forbear,, | 
Believe me, * cant 1 * 


"4 * 
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What Pope has aſcrib'd to the fountain poetical 
Holds good with reſpect to the grape s purple 
ſtream, | 
Maintain it I will againſt all that are critical, 
Howſoever abſurd the contraſt may ſeem : 
With draughts that are ſhallow, 
Our heads over mellow, = | 
Then ſnap goes the axis that holds up the brain ; 
But drinking large bumpers inſpires 
The animal flow of each vein, 
Rekindles the ſoul's dying fires, | 
And makes us all ſober again, 5 . 


Then take off your bumpers, ye ſons of virility, 
So ſhall you triumph over Bacchus's tun; 
Be merry, my bucks, and enjoy riſibility, 
* riſes from laughter and fun, 
To make our glaſs ſweeter, 
Our pleaſures compleater, 
Dear woman ſteps in with a look debonair, 
She the waſte of Jove's ledger repairs, © 
And makes herſelf kind as ſhe's fairz 
Her hand moſt good naturedly tears 
Ev'ry leaf from the volume of Care. 
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cn rude Been bluſb'r ing mier 81 
L. ſt ye landſmen all to mem 
Meſs-mates hear a brother ſailor, | 
1 the dangers of the ſea: | 
I. 3 From 


« 2) | 
Prom bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
Wiuben the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, | b 
By the top-ſail-ſheets, and haulyards ſtand; 

Down top-gallants quick be hawling. | 
Down your ftay-ſails hand, boys, hand? 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 

The top-ſail-ſheets, now let go, 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 

Up your top-fails nimbly clew. 


No all you on down-beds ſporting, 

Fondly lock d in beauty's arms; 

Freſh enjoyments, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms : 

Round us roars the tempeſt Jouder, 
Think what fears our minds enthrall; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

Now again the boatſwain calls. 


The top-fail-yards point to the wind boys, 
- See all clear to reef each conrſe; ; 
Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tpho' the weather ſhou'd be worſe : 
Fors and aft the ſprit-ſail- yard get, 

Reef the mizen, ſee all clear; 
Hands up, each preventer brace ſet, 

Man 9 en cher. 


Nor 


e ng Is 8 
Now the dreadful thunder roaring, . - 
Peal on peal contending claſh ; _ 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh; 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one one black ſky; 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark! what means that dreadful cry. 


The foremaſt's gone! eries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's. ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck ; 
Quick the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and beld 8 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water in the hold! _ 


_ While o' er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
Wee for wires or children mourn; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 

Alas! from hence there's no- return: I 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 3 

Both chain pumps are choak'd below 2 

Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 
| For only that can ſave us now. N 


O'er the lee - beam is the land boys, — | 
Let the guns. o'er board be thrown, 


To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys, 

See our mizen-maſt is gone: os 
The leak we've found, it can't pour fat, 
Mie ve lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Vp and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
a. rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore... 


Now J 
1 
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Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind' fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking: 
To dur ſweethearts and our wives: 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to th lips a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it, 
None, our dangers drown in wine. 


* 
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"Your wiſe men all ke" 
Of the things ſo ſtrange and rare, 
The globe ſearch round, thro great Nature's law, 
A woman bears the bell 
And why they cannot tell; 8 
Tis the myſtical charms of the Je ne + ſcais quois.. | 


See the Dutcheſs, Queen of love, 
* The graceful minuet move, : 
Smut pencil or pen.can ſuch beauties draw = 
- Say why each heart is fir d, . 
And why by all admir'd, | 
For the myſtical charms of the hv ſcai goo? 


3” The lovely city dame, 
Dear cauſe of many a flame; Wn 
Tach ſmart ſwears he ne'er ſuch beauty ſaw: 
Say, what the Jovers prize, 
Coral lips, or brilliant eyes? 


5773 the myſtical charms of the Jene ben: | 


1 
Behold the village maid," 
By nature's hand array'd, 
In her ſtockings green, and her hat of an. 
Is love in dimples ſldek, | 
Or the roſes of hercheeks? - - | 
No, the myſtical charms of her Je neſcai quot. 


XCIX. 


Written by G. A. Stevens 
ONCE the gods of the Greeks at ambroſial feaſt 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing: 
Merry Momus among them was ſat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'& laughing , BE 
On each in the fynod the humoriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprovez  _ 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart tories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


* Sire ! Atlas, who long had the univerſe bore, 
«© Grows greviouſly tir'd of latm had 
<« He ſays that mankindare much worſe than before, 
* So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurPd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 
Gave his daughter Attraction the vs ria 
World, 
And ſhe 9 it wp in his hall. 


* 


( 118 ) 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, edviewd the * 
| round, 
| To ſee what each climate was worth; 
Like adi'mond the whole with an atmoſphere bound 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 
- With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, - 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And Freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 

As guardians to cheriſh the root; 8 
The bloſſoms of Liberty gan then to ſmile, 

And Engliſhmen fed on tne fruit: 
Thus, fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare. 
O preſerve it as free as twas given: | 
We will while we've breath, nay, we'll graſp i it in 

death, 

hben return it untainted to heaven. 
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STAY Trav'ller,. tarry here to night; 
The rain yet beats, --the wind is loud: 

The moon has too withdrawn her light, 

And gone to ſleep behind a cloud. 


Wits "Tis ſeven miles acrofs the heath, a 
3 And ſhou d'ſt thou chance to Sa, 
Thou'lt meet no ſhed to hide beneath, 
' Nor foul to tell che ready way. + 
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Come, little Madge, our meal prepare, 
This ſtranger ſhall partake the beſt; . 

A cake and raſher be his fare,--- PN 
With ale---that makes the weary bleſt. 


Approach the hearth,---there take a place, 
And till the hour of reſt draws. nigh, 
Of Robin Hood and Chevy Chace 


We'll fing :---then to our pallets hie. 


Had I the means, I'd uſe thee well;--- _ 
Tis little I have got to boaſt ; 

Yet, ſhou'd'ſt thou of this Cottage tell, 
Say Hal the Woodman was thy hoſt, 


CI. 


T mY ok had clim'd the higheſt hill, 
Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 

And from the Eaſtern ſummit ſhed 

Her filver light on tow'r and tree; 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea, 

Then ſoft and low a voice was heard 
Say, Mary weep no more for me. 
She from her pillow gently rais d 
Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
And ſaw young Sandythiv'ring ſtand, 
With pall'd cheek and hallow eye; | 


O Mary 


1 
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O Mary dear, cold is my clay. 

It lies beneath à ſtormy ſea, N 
Far, far from thee I ſleep in death, 
So Mary weep no more for me.“ 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy r. | 

We toſt upon the raging main, 

And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave. 

But all our ſtriving was in vain: 

Een then when horror chill'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love for thee, 

The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt. 
So Mary weep no more for me. 


«© O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore 
Wherelove 1s free from doubt or care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more; 


Lud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 


No more of Sandy could ſhe fee, - © ns 
But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit faid, . 
Sweet Mary weep no more for me.“ 
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| — TORY was an old man, and, tho” it's not com- 


„„ RON. : 
Yet, if he ſaid true, "ah was born of a'woman ; 


And, tho it $ incredible, was I ve been told, 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him 


old. ” 
When'er 


1) 
Whene' er he andy be long d . meats 
And if he could get it, was ſaid hewou'd eat; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 
And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom or ever cou'd ſee without light, 

And yet P've been told, he cou d hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time, *tis er 

And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bet. 


ene, Ny tongue always mov d yh he 


And he 5 both his arms and his legs when he 

: „  Walt'd;.... 544 

And his gait.was 10 odd. had you teen him com 
burſt, 


For one leg, or bother wou'd a pays be felt. - 
| His face was the oddeft that ever was ſeen, -/. 


For if *twas not Waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean, 
He ſhew'd moſt his eto! reg _ n to 


n 19 22 8 1 


Aud his mouth 1004 ebe ut and his 


Ine * 
2 other 2 things that befel this «goo 
yeomnan, | 
He was married, oor "ſoul, nad hs wife was a 
woman; | 


And unleſyby that liar, MG Pane, we'rebegutl'd 
We my RY 9 he was nerer with child, 


—— 


Far. II. | M At laſt 
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At laſt he fell fick, as old chronicles tell,” ood? 

And then, as folks ſaid, he was not e 5 k 
But what is more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 

As he cou'd not give fees, he cou'd get no 0 | 

What pity he died, yet *is | faid; that his — 1 R 

Was occaſion'd, at laſt, by the want of his breath; 

But, peace to his bones that 3 in aſhes. now moyl- : 

oc NED... © 
Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older. 
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CIII. 
Tune Fal de 1 2. 

15 WAS a flaſh man of St. Giles, 

And I fell in love with Nelly Stiles 
And I padded the hoof for many miles 1 
l the ſtrength of my flame: > [Þ 
In the Strand, and at the Admiralty, _ 

She pick'd up the flats as they paſs'd by, 
And I mill'd their wipes from their ſide are. 

And chen ſung fal de ral tit, tit fal de ral, 
Tit fal de ree, and then ſung fal de ral tit! 


The firſt time I ſaw Ke flaming mot, ine 
Was at the fign of the Porter Pot, 
I call'd for ſome purl, and we had it hot, 
With gin and bitters too! Jos : 
Me threw off our ſlang at "high. and by.” nb. 
And we were reſolv'd to breed àa row, | © 
For we both got as drunk as David's ſow, - 


28 then ſung fal de wy tit, &c. 
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As we were roaring forth a catch, 

| ('T'was twelve o'clock) we wak'd the Yards 
I at his jazy made a ſnatch, - 

And try'd for to nab, his rattle !_ 

But I miſs'd my aim and down I fell, 

And then he charg'd both me and Nell, 

And bundled us both to St. Martin's cell, 
Where we ſung fal de ral tit, &c. | 


We paſs d the night in love away, 
And *fore juſtice H we went next day, 
And becauſe we could not three hog pay. 
Why we were ſent to quod! 

In quod we lay three diſmal weeks, . 
Till Nell with crying ſwell'd her cheeks, 
And I damn'dthe quoram all for ſneaks; . 
And then ſung fal de ral Sts AS: 158 
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From Bridewell bas we now are bee, 

And Nell and I ſo well agree, 

That we live in perfect AR 

And grub and bub our fill! 

For we have mill'd a precious bag I 
And queer'd the flats at Thrums E, O, 

Every night in Titmouſe Ro W. 

Where we ling fal e de ral tit, &C.. 1 


All you who live at your wit's end, 

Unto this maxim pray attend, 

Never deſpair to find a friend, 17 
While flats have bit aboard 
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For Nell ad T now keep «$8; en e e 
And look i6 grand, ſo fat and 2 | 
We roll in every knowing rig,” 
While n e tab ie" "ez bent bobs. 


P & & 


7 How lands ce guiſe around; 

N For ſhame ye take no care, , my. ben 

Hol aids the glafs ard, 

Let mirth and 4 abound, | SW YE vor 
| The trumpets ſound, -_ — 
The colours they are tg, *. 

Toe fipht, kit or wound, | 

_ May we Af be bund, = gad 4 


8 wich our e ie, my boys 
CE 1 Nele. 10 
On tlie £01 ; 


i KF 3 = E ua! 4421 2 2 mA | 
| Shed we be! eee, 
Why, Teldkere, Wr 20 4 
Whoſe bus ne fd de — 5 
Wpat, gli, l 
Damn fear, drink on, be e no 
Tis he, You, or 11 #4 
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| Cold „ok, W et, or dry, L. wn 5 
Me re Aare to beef * _ 
And ſcorn W Tec n 
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"T's but i in vaifi, ” EW 
I mean not to upbraid Yes boys; 
Tis but in vain, . 
For ſoldiers to complain, | 
Should next campaign 
Send us to him that made us, boys, | 
We're free from pain! 7 
But if we remain, 


A bottle and kind landlady, 
Cure alk ; again. 


4 


CV. 


As ſparks fly upwards, man is born | 


To ſorrow and to trouble; 5 
But he that takes to him a wife, 

Doth make his burthen double; 
For women we have always found, 
In ſtrife and miſchief to abound = © 

Of man they make a ere 

Of man, Kc. 8 


Oh! Job he was a patient man, 
He liv'd in ſpite o th Devil; 


Tho goods and chattles all were loſt, b 


Vet Job was very civil: 
But when he took to him a nurſe. 
She prov'd indeed his greateſt curſe; 


Ah! 3 8 


- Ah! ſheprov'd, &c. 
| | M 
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Oh! Sampſon was a mighty mans. 
He fill'd the World with wonder; 
With jaw-bones he Philiflines _ 
His blows did found like thunder; 
But when with Dalilah he toyd, 
The fore*refs ſoon his ſtrength atop 
She quickly brought him naar , 
She quickly, Kee” fires 


King David was an n upright, mas, vi 


I tell to you no fiction, 
Until that Beerſheba he ſaw, 


That pretty pleaſing vixen, 


When he her naked body view'd, 


He found his goodneſs ſoon ſubdued ; 


She wronght him great atierion. 
She wrought, &c. 


King Solomon was the Wielt man 
That ever try'd with woman; 


| When be had un ud ke all round;. | 


The virtuous: and the common. 
They're all alike he wiſely ery'ds. 
Vexation, vanity, and pride ; "a 

They merit praiſe of no man, 

They merit, _— | 


| Te poor man he besen es w 


As hard as he is able; Aae 
At night when he comes hows — 
She bids e | 


— 


And 


— 


May find ſome friend dance ſtep ing 


6 r 


And if the ſame he doth refaſe; 125 
The ſaucy puſs will im abuſe, 


„ ee you © 


The thief that rides ip Holbota . 
To Oliver Cromwell „ Palace, 5 


To ſave him from the e gallow: 1 
oh! noß he cries, drive oh to gb 


Fll ne'er be ſlave to my own rihj, 
Drive on the cart 11! re 2. 
Drive on, &. 77 
7 2 
ci. 5 : 
34 


A 1565s Cnc. 
Let em go as they will, 
Tho? the taxes are grown ſo heavy, 


if 


Our hearts are our own, 


And ſhall be ſo 'nifl, 
Drink about my boys, an be thrty. 5 


Let no man deſpair; 
But drive away care. 1 251 
And drown all our ſorrow: with 8 5 


We'll never repine, 


So they give avgwod wine; | . 
Let 'em take all our * we can ſpare it, 
8 
We 


— 


— 


_— 2; 


We value not chin 
Unleſs to ng it: VS 
Or purchaſe us innocent pleaſure ; "IEF. 
When ttis gone, we ne er fk 1 
So we liquor can get, 
For mirth e | 


— 


No miſer can be, 5 

_ So happy as we, 

Tho' compaſs d with e 
Day and night he's in fear, * 95 
And never without care, 

While nothing difturbs the ood fellow, 


Come fill up the-glaſs, + 
And round let it paſs, — 5 
For Nature doth vacuum decline; 
Drown the ſpruce formal aſs, 
That's afraid of his face, 


We'll drink Till our moſes de ſhine. 


1 


While plenty "of ths | = NPY 
We can't do amiſs, 
Tis an antidote, 8 our ruin; 
And the Lad that drinks moſt, 
With true ſpirit. may boaſt, | 
* n eren N nor undoing. 
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Ke r fend you ders my 

- Fhas firſtling of the infant Frag bs 34 vÞ 
Aſk me why I ſend to you e 
This primroſe all be- pearl'd with dew ? 


I muſt whiſper to your ears 
. The ſweets of love are waſh'd with = 
R | Ame, why this Roſe doth-ſhew 3 
All yellow, green, and fickly, too? N 
Alt me, why this ſtalk is weak? | 
And yielding each way, yet not break Y 
_ 1-muſt tell you, theſe diſcover , .. 
What doukwand fears are in 2 lover, 
erat cr Had "ad bin ech A 
0415 15 DER font): i ene bn 


„ cvnt. „„ "L £125 
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E en NY ed the dance s f 


: be K's + ; L260 257 0 taboo : 

A choakigd gay charges 860 | in the maze, 

Lords, 3 — 

While Wick heck” Mie 4 e mpniiroers P 
beating breuſt, 

With waiſt cholydapertd, 8 prefo'ds 


Scareely thuckiyg/the floor, fatlof fralie and game, 
The elegant fair one firſt challenges fame. 


* 5 Py 
4 4 2 


Now 


© 30) 


No the park's thickly throng'd, the high phaeton ſee 
Ihe delicate hunter, gilt coach, vis-a-vis ; 

Each grace, and each charm, ev'ry party diſplays, 
And faſhion peeps 1 in a p ſweet 

F ways : * 45 7 7 e 

While alike fitty br? 857 (he's babe or Verte 
The phaeton to drive, or to curb the fleet „ 
By this time fair virtue's an obſolete word, 


And the elegant fair one is kept by a lord. 


Grown flale, fomewhat aged, unfit for my Nord, 

| Devoid of all paſſion, her appetite's cloy*d; - 

While beaux and book-fwellers, her pedigree trace, 

Tell whoſe 1 has been, pra the Soong to his 

And what ae the has vd ! in with plexfure count | 

NO oer. tigt Bis acdc za 

As they — 11 at ſome dels door, 

While with 9 ſunk, and n weigh'd 
down, TY 

The elegant fair one's a girlof the town. 


At length from St. James's bs Wappitgthe toys 
' Herbloodall polluted, her ſyſtem decays! | 
On ſtraw, at ſome ne ths gives, up, ber 
— R ͤ be 1 
Or in ame thy kennehn atreſted-by death l. | 
Who ſo lately each pomp, u knew, 
Is now left a horrible fight to the vie,; * 
Her —_— crowd now ur 


Written . D. Gaxmicn, 7. 


ON CE more Pu tune the 9 ſhell, . 
To hills and'dales my paſſion tel, 
A flame which time can never quell - 

That burns for thee, my Peggy: 0 

Vet guittar bards the lyre ſhall TO 

Or ſay what ſubje& is more fit. 

Than to record the ſparkling wit "Ho 

And bloom of lovely Perg. 


The ſun firſt riſing i in the morn, ' 

That paints the.-dew-beſpangled that, 

Does not the day ſo much adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy 

And when in 'Thetis? lap to reſt, 

He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, | 

She's not {6 beauteous as undreſt, 
1 muy lovely Peggy. Abe 


N * . 


When Zephyrs on the vi' let 8 
Or breathes, upon the damaſk roſe, _ 
He does not half the ſweets diſcloſe | ® 
As does my lovely Peggy. B 
I ſtole a kiſs the other day, . © 
And truſt 1 me, n nought but truth I 40 
The fragrance of the 7 I Re 4 
2 not t beet. as es“ 


— 4 
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Aris by Mi Rene. 
„ Tune----Bank of the Deg... 
MY loverexpotts me bard by. „. 


Each breeze brings a figh from myſfwain:; ; 


The joy of ny, Bears ehe Vpnth that-l love, 


: . 
8 


Young Reuben, che pride of che weis. 
155 paſſion' s'ſo-pure, all fear I defy, (IEF 
To Peggy hel never give pain; 


Not che op'ning of morn is ſo dear to my "= 


As) Reubgpghf eli Har * 
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Tess ing Gains their to torments | Gl 
Ibeir. enſnal. love gontemn: 
_ They only only; prize the beayteous bel. 
An Berend ge. 
| Poſſelſion.cures the rronndedchearts 
| Deftroys-the tranſtent ire 
But when the mind receives the dart, 


en whets deſires 


By 


N 


By age your beauty will decay, 
VFPuoour mind improves with years; 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 

The rip' ning fruit * 


May Heav'n and 8 ylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 


May gather every flow'r. 


7 CXII. 


ONxE day with my friends all in jollity rife, 
They aſk'd me to prove the true medium of life, 


Thus cloſely put to't, I determined to try, 
When I thought that J hit it, between you and I; 


- *Twas punch I averr'd, and I think you will own, 
Not far from the mark I ſo much had not flown.. 
Good punch is the liquor as ſure as a gun, 

A bowl of that ſame and the medium are ones 


When lemon and ſugar together do meet, 

The acid's corrected by mixing the fweet, * 
While water and ſpirits moſt happily blend, 

And each from extreme does the other defend? 
All ſtir d up together, the ſparkling full bowl * 
Brings ſmiles on the face from the joy of the ſoul; 
With me then you'll join, that as ſure as a gun, 

A bowl of good punch and the Er are one. 


vor. II. N a 


* 


(134) 
Let us, my good friends, be all jolly and gay. 
The roots without wat' ring will ever decay : 
So life without liquor muſt meet a rebuf, 

Then drink while you may, and make ſure ofenough, 
Twill keep our frail tate in a temper that's meet, 
_ Contented in taking the ſour with the ſweet : 
Hang party and faction, ſpleen, ſorrow, and ſtrife, 
A brininihr fills up the medium of life. 


9 1 


— . _—_ 


— — 


„ | 
DAMON and FLORELLA. 
He. C AST, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambk ins play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


5 Snus Damon, thou haſt found me long 


L .iſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 
Hz. Not the verdure of the grove, 25 
Not the garden's faireſt flow r. 
Nor the meads, where lover's rove, 
_ _  'Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Caan delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. | 


* 


y * 
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( 135+) - 
nz. Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Bor R. Let us love, and let us hve, 


Like the chearful ſeaſon gay, 
 Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May : 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. ö 


exiv.. 


A Lovely laſs to a Friar came, _ 
- To confeſs in a morning early, 
In what, my dear, are you to blame, 
Now tell to me fincerely? 
I have done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a man that loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 5 
You for that crime to Rome mult g 

And diſcipline muſt ſuffer. 
Lack-a-day, Sir, if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray ſend with me my lover. 


NA. No, 


( 236 ) 


No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
Well have no double dealing; 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 

I'll pardon your paſt failing. 
I muſt own, fir, but I bluſh for ſhame, 
. That your penance is prevailing. 


"i 
367% 
= 
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An! Celia, that I were but ſure 
Thy love, like mine, cou'd ftill endure ; 
That time and-abſence, which deſtroy 
The cares of lovers, and their; joy, 
Cou'd never rob me of that part 

Which you have given me of ch heart. 


Others unenvy'd might poſſeſs. | 22A 
Whole hearts,” and boaſt that happineſs: 
Twas nobler fortune to divide 
The Roman Empire in her pride, 
Than on ſome low and 2 
Obſcurely plac'd to rule alone. 


Love only. from thy heart exacts 

The ſeveral debts thy face contracts, 

And by that new and juſter way, 2 
Secures thy empire and bis ſway; Fee, 


| Fay ring but-one,” he might . 
TY — lover to rebel. 8 


— 


: | But 
* . 


— 


„ 


But ſhou'd he other hearts thus ſhare, 

That in the whole ſo worthleſs are; 

Shou'd into ſeveral ſquadrons draw . 

That ſtrength, which kept entire wou'd awe: 
Men would his ſcatter d pow'r deride. 
And conqu'ring him, thoſe ſpoils Sr, ett 


o „ 


CXVI. 


N A LASS there lives upon the green 
Could I her picture draw |! 5 
A brighter nymph was never ſeen, 
That looks and reigns a little queen, 
And keeps the ſwains i in awe. | 


Her eyes are Cupid's darts and wings, 
Her eye-brows are his bow; - 
Her filken hair the filver firings, - 


Which ſure and ſwift deſtruction ae 
To all the vale below. 


If Paſtorella's dawning ght 
Can warm and wound us ſo; 
Her noon will ſhine ſo piercing bright. 
Each glancing beam will kill . IN 
And every ſwain — 


% 


CXVII. 


Bacchus, aft us to ſing thy great glory, 
chief of the gods, we exult in thy ſtory, 
Wines firſt projector, 
Mankind's protector, 
Patron to Topers, 
How do we adore thee. 
Wine's firſt projector, &c. 
Friend to the muſes, and whet-ſtone to Venus, 
Herald fo pleaſures, when wine wou'd convene us; 
Sorrow's phyſician, | | 
When our condition 
In worldly cares wants a cordial to ſcreen us. 
Nature ſhe ſmil'd, when thy birth it was blaz'd ; 
Mankind rejoic'd when the altars were rais d: 
| _ Mirth will be flowing, | | 
| Whilſ-the vine's growing, 
And ſober ſouls at our joys be amaz d. 


| . 
15 Written by Mr. DIDI. 4 
Twas in the good ſhip Rover 
I ſail'd the world around, 


And for three years and over, 
I ne'er touch'd Britiſh ground; 


. x * — / + © k ' i 
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( 199 ) 
At length in England landed, * 
I left the roaring main, 


Found all relations ſtranded, 
And went to ſee again. 


That time bound ftrait to Portugal, ; 
Right fore and aft we bore, 
And when we made Cape Ortagal, 
A gale blew off the ſhore; 
She lay ſo it did ſhock her, 
A log upon the main, 
Till ſav'd fron cpa... s locker, 
We put to ſoa . 


Next in a frigate failing, 

ſ | Upon a ſqually night, | 

! Thunder and lightning hailing _ 
The horrors of the fight; 

My precious limb was Topped off, 

I. when they eas'd my pain, 

Thanked God I was not popped off, 
And went to ſee again. | 


Yet fill I am enabled 
To bring up in life's rear, 
Altho' I'm m quite diſabled 
And lie in Greenwich tier; 
The King, God bleſs his royalty, 
| Who ſav'd me from the main, 
©? I'll praiſe with love and loyalty, 
; But ne er to-ſea again, | | 


- 


& 


tw) 
CXIX. © 
Writer y G. W. We 


(Tune---7/ he Flowing Bow. 


* "Tis wine alone can baniſh care, 


And haſte the buſy mind to mall 2 
Diſpel the phantom of deſpair, | 
And ſoothe the lover's throbbing breaſt. 
The balmy due of Laura's.lip, _ 
A cordial ſweet is to my . 
Zut ſweeter is the due I ſip * 
From this ambroſial ſparkling bowl. 


When quaffing deep the the gen? rons 7/0 1 
Inn vain my friend ſays, let's away!; + 
When thro? my brain ſoft viſions glide.,. 
Tis roſy Bacchus bids me ſtay. 
'Then crown the goblet to the brink, 
Invoke the ever tuneful Nine; 
Linke ſons of Baechus let us drink, 8 
And mingle . "_ the wine... ; 


_ þ ett 

Written by Mr. Gb © 1 
Tune. Kate of. ee 1 

Tux morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay. . 
Sweet muſic filPd the grove; 


Bright beam'd the cheerful god of day, 
And fill'd each breaſt with love. 


(142 ) 


The lark attun'd his ſong on high, 
All nature blythe was ſeen; 

A ſweeter voice ſeem'd to reply. 
"Twas Polly of the green. 


My oaten pipe beneath the ſhade, 
I tun'd to mirth and glee; 

She ſtood and liſten'd while I play'd, | 
What charms I then did ſee: 


The roſy bluſh which'decks the morn, 


Upon her cheek was ſeen; 
The graces did her form adorn, 
Dear Polly of the ee ; 


I gaz d, ſhe ſmibd; I fil'd again, 
With infinite delight; 

Fond love I found in ev'ry vein, 
Fer form fo charm'd my fight; 3 
No maid that ever I beheld, 

- . Had ſuch 2 graceful mien: 

S0 much ſhe ev'ry one na. 
Sweet Polly of the greens 


Ye pow'rs who rule the realins above, 
©  Artend my ardent pray'r; 
Let Polly to my wiſhes prove, 
As kind asthe is fair: 
O! Venus, to my ſuit incline, 
As thou art beauty's queen: 
And let the charming maid be mine, 
Dear * of the We | 


. * 
* 
wt 


, - CXXL 

BLow high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 

The mainmaſt by the board.. 
My heart with thoughts of thee, my 1 14 

And love well ſtor d, N 

The roaring winds, che raging ſea, 

In hopes to be once more 
Safe movr'd with thee. 


Blow hgh, 8 &e: 


- Aloft while ati | high we 20, q 
The whiſtling wind that ſeuds along, 
And the ſurge roaring: from below, 


Shall my ſignal be, do think on thee, . ; wg 
. | 


— 
x 


© Blow high, 4. 


A cher night when die ee, 
The memory of their former lives © 
O'er flowing canns of flip renew, 
iy And drink to their A and theis 
1 wives, 
1 


I'll heave a ſigh and 1 on thee, 


os 4 — 
A * — 
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And as the ſhip rolls on the ſea, 1 . 


"The hurthen of Land ſong ſhall be. | 
= 3+ ets © Blow bigh, blow low, a. 


Ny 


( 143 ) 


| XXII. 18 
Satrodeced i in the per formance of the Agreeable Sur- 
priſe, at Lon D Sanpwicn's Theatre. 
Written by a gentleman of Cambridge. 


A BLOOMING flower my Chloe > 
Her lovely breaſt to deck, 
Leſs fragrant than her breath the roſy 
Leſs beauteous than her cheek. 


A bee, attracted by the flow'r, 
The honey flew to ſip; 

He left the charmer of an hour, 
And perch'd on Chloe's lip. 

Too ſoon. my fair one felt the nd | | 
She ſtruck the ſpoiler down; 
Whilſt gentle pity rul'd her heart, 

Rage taught her brow to frown. 


« Have mexey, lovely maid,” faid I--- 

The trembling thief forgive! 

If all who thee adore muſt die, | : 
; 1G O think how few would ret! 1 E 1 


* 


XIII. 
Tune---Pm a good hearty fellegv. 


I VAS a young Shew-boy, and came from Tuke's | 


place. 


And vas ſhtand near Shaine aur vid a very good 


| grace; 
A merchant I am in the moſt ſhort of ware, | 
And vill, ven I can't ſheat, deal honeſt, its ſwear. 


* 
* 
— — 


— 
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Py a roll of pomatum, de beſht to be ſhold, 


None petter in London, youſh ever behold ; 


| Den' 8 here? sa rollers * cheap for to curl up de 


++ <a; 
And ven can't. ſheat, L deal honeſt, IQ ſhwear. 
Ive ſhealing wax too, viſh I vow and proteſt, 
Is of right Holland make, and dat ſure is de peſt; . 
Burns vel, and houds vaſt, you vill find I declare; 
And if I can't ſheat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh ſhwear. 


I have ſhoice of fine ſupectacles, likeviſe yow'll-find, 
Such glaſſes will make a man ſhe dat is blind; 


Yet tho I'm a Shew-poy, I vow and declare, 
That ven I can't ſheat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh ſwear. 


Bad ſhillings you vill likeviſe be Tounddat Iſh buy, 


And in many more tings, few is equal to I; 


Ive glaſs to ter money, if good I declare, 
And ven I can't ſheat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh. ſhwear. 


| De pencil I've got made of ferry peſt lead 
| You may try if you pleſt, Thave both * and 


red; 


5 Den deal vid de Shew-poy, Il vow and 8 


Dat ven I can't ſheat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh ſhwear. 
—— 
Ip  - > TW 
Written by Miſs CLa BK. 


Taro my mother, and aunt, will jeer and wit 


® Y _ taunt, FE 
And ſay that my conduct t too free, 


They may cenſure and rail, yet they'll never pre- 


vail, - 


ffect up bar 
1 has no effe upon i me. While | 


(15) 
While time sen the wing, I will laugh, and will 
ſing, 
Vouth's the ſeaſon for mirth and delight ; 
They have each had their day, have been wy: 
and gay, 
So all that they ſay i is mere - ſpite. | 


Like the birds in the grove, who chirrup fond 


love, 
And ſweetly. ſalute ev'ry ear; | 15 
I will join in the lay, or like lambkins will play, 
And with rapture each moment will cheer. 
Voung Collin he ſues, I can hardly refuſe, 
He's ſo pleaſing from morning to night; 


Aunt ſays, he's a cheat, all his courtſhip deceit, 
Vet I know all {he ſays is but ſpite. _- "7 


Yet with prudence in mind, no harm I ſhall find, 
And I always will be on my guard; 
Not all of his art, ſhall vex my gay heart, _ 
And to break it, he'll find tis too hard; 7 
Should he promiſe with truth, he will ves, the 
0 dear youth © v2 in 
I cordial, never could flight; 
I carinot deny, but moſt ſurely comply, 
To refuſe would be nothing but ſpite. 


CXXV.- : 
a TEE i who prattle, and fip down their! toa, 
As fancy enlarges the mind, 


Praiſe the muffins, the toaſts, and the green or 
bohea, 


The favouri:e to which they? re inclin'd 
YORI... 500 
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( 146+) 
Of Jemmies and Jeſlamies, then how they clack, { 
How powder'd, how charming they trip, 


How they ſmile and they ſimper, alack, and alack, 
Sure honey muſt fall from each lip. 


How ſweet 1s the powder that ſcents in the hair, 
How ſweet is the lip ſalve they uſe; 

How graceful they dance, how delightful their 

air, ; 

Soft themes for the delicate muſe ; 120 

With raptures they talk of each movement naw 

| ace, 

And *. how they a and fight 

How the rouge bluſh which enlivens each face, 
The dimples, the hair, and the eye. 


Then they fing like the prettieſt birds in the May, 


Tis charming their warbling to hear; 


What pleaſure to liſt to their voice-the *. aay, 


So ſoft, and ſo ſtrong, and ſo clear; 
Would -Jeſfſlamy haſten, how happy I'd be, 
My paſſion no longer I'll hide; | 
7 a twelvemonth ago ſince he ſimper'd to me, 
And ſaid, Dolly, PII make you my bride. 


— Fi 
F « + <'; 7 

Written by M. C. 

Tune. Mary's Ono. 


Or T ED the piteous tale been told, 
The tender muſic inſpir'd the pen; 

Fond mem' ry; 's record to unfold, 

And live o'er former woes again: 
| | Secure 


But the rude blaſt, and ſwelling wave, 


Some relick gives to mem'ry food, 


10 


(a 


** had ſlept within the grave, 
The youth for whom affection ſigh'd, ; 


Reminds the mourner how he died. 


Should evening {lumber lull the mind. 18 
Still Recollection meets the dawn; | 


The ſorrow welcome reſt reſigns, 
Rudely reviſits in the morn ; 


And airy trifles nouriſh griefs + 
Fondneſs will trace the theme it lov'd,. 


Defying Time to ber ern | 11 


cxxvll. 


GENTLE love, this hour befriend me, 7 
To my eyes refign thy dart; | 

Notes of melting muſic lend me, 

Jo diſſolve a frozen heart. 

Chill as mountain ſnow her boſom, . +-- 
Tho' I a tender language ule; - 

*Tis by cold indiff” rence frozen, 
To my arms and to my muſe. 


See my dying eyes are pleading, 11 

Where a broken heart appear, 
For thy pity interceding, | 

With the eloquence of tears. 
While the lamp of life is fading, 

And beneath thy coldneſs dies, 85 

Death my ebbing pulſeinvading, © 

." Km my ſoul into thy eyes, 


£9. 0s” © an 


Thus would ſhe figh the live - long day, 's 
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| XXVII. 
Sung b Miſs Grores. 


"Twas near a ſea-beat 200, reclin'd, 
The beauteous lovelorn Kate; 

She had no friend to ſoothe -her mind, 
But mourn'd her hapleſs fate. 


Her only love was out at ſea, 


Far from his native ſhore ; 


In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, : 


Leſt he return no more. 


For dangers he may prove; 
While forrow mark*d her lonely * 
With firm unſhaken love. 


Tho? hope oft bade her cares to TY 


And check'd the falling tear; 5 
Yet, ah, in vain the hours of peace, 


Appear'd no longer near. 


So droops the primroſe in the vale, 9 


So fades the new-blown-roſe ; | 
When tempeſts and rude winds aflail, 
Their fweets no more diſcloſe. | 


Then farewel, Kate, let pity cheek, 


And ſoothe thee with addreſs; 70 


80 may each future day appear, 


One ſcene of happineſs. 
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cxxlx. 


Tut bird, that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad fur food, 
Returns, impatient, thro? the (ky, 3 


To nurſe the callow brood. 


The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms, 


And ſickens for her darling boy, 


While abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs, with impatience join 
My faithleſs boſom fires; 9 


Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 


The queen of my deſires! 


'The powers of verſe too angie prove, 
All ſimilies are vain,” FO 
To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 2 


The ſaint, with fervent zeal inſpir d. 
For heav'n, and joys divine, 

The ſaint is not with raptures ſir d 
More pure, more warm thas mine. 


I take whik liberty I dare; 

Twere impious to ſay more 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
| I Adee, irennk 


( 150 * 
xxx. 
Wrinen 2 Captain loan. 


Torn. Miſter John Bull, you” re a pretty. 
milch-cow, 

O! whatdo you think of us volunteers now ? 

Sure I told you, the work we kick'd up in the 
State, | 

Before it was finiſh'd would all be complete. 

Wich my Ballinamona ora, Bellinamona ora, 

Ballinamona ora, the treaty of commerce Tor me. 


Troth, I told you laſt year, if you call it to wins, : 

What we left you — we would not leave be- 
hind: 

And warn I right now, * back or by croak, 

For all that we left you, is all that we took. 


With Ballinamona, K. 2 
Zut twas deadly good-natur'd f in you, to lay 
down, 
With the wrongs of our trade, al FR rights of 
your own! _ 
| "Twas a mighty home roke of, magnanimous 
pride, 
To break your own backs, for the thorn 3 in your 
| fide ! 


6 &c. 
8 ht * 


Oh I like fools we Jeſpair'd that our terms would 


go down! 
Or ſuch ſharp propoſitions, be ſweet to the crown : 
Then how pleaſing to Aa es NI to 
__ 
When a thrown ? em up falt, that you ſival- 
; low'd them all! 
With Ballinamona, kee. 


Sure I heard Maſter Ord now BE in his place, 
All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace : 
Jeſus! how we all ſtar'd while be emptied his 
once 
To find ſuch a big bag of bleſlings at once A 
With my Ballinamona, &c. 


Oh! the brave Britiſh ſubject! his looks were 10 
ſweet, 


When he laid down. your caſe ad youre trade at 
our feet ; 


And the comments he made too, the wiſe little elf 
To ſhew us that Britain's no friend to herſelf ! 
With my Ballinamona, &. 


Troch i it pleas'd kim, he ſaid, (could a Britain 
ſay more ?) 


That the trade of your country would ſhift to ous 
| ſhore; 
And that England's diſaſters had ſunk her ſo low, 
T hat the tidings he brought us would finiſh ths 
".- JT 
Wich my Ballinamona, u. * 


Tuoud 
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Twould Have bother'd my head now, the worde 


Pitt let fall, 


When you 72 us ſo much, you gave nothing at 


[| But in Dublin I heard his i interpreter ſwear, 


That nothing in England, means every thing 
there! | 
With my Ballinamona, &c. 
But your Miniſter ſays, now we've got all we cans: 
The. two es * be en on a cg 


By my ſhoul, he s a joiner of 3 caſt 
Who looſens all ties nqw, to bind us more faſt. - 
Wich my Ballinamona, &c.- 


And he apy when al duties and drawbacks are 
. mmut;whit-wo nake-42 or 
bes, the want ial, now kt right on chat 
e, rien alba her, for ever and 
more. 


With my Ballinamona, & e. 


-g wha hw ar new br 
play 
Why wee cur clabs,. 8 we threw down 


dur ſpade; 
So ye dealt us all trumps now for that) very thing, 


| And ſo Pam became civil, as well as the King. 


m_ CXXXI, 


( 530 


CXXXT. 
BLIND A, fe from ks flow'rs, 
The Bee flies loaded to its cell; 


Can you perceive what it devours, 
Are they impair'd in ſhew or ſmell. 


So tho? I robb'd you of a kiſs, 

| Sweeter than their ambroſial dew, 
Why are you angry at my bliſs, 
Has i it at all impoveriſh'd 1 


»Tis by this cunning I contrive, - 
In ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd love alive, 


Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve, 


1 a ** 
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Busv. cariods, chirſty Fi, 
Drink with me, and drink as T, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Cou'dſt thou ſip, and fip it up; 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
L .ife is ſhort and wears away, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away. 
Life is, . 


0 
0 154.) 
Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt' ning quick to their decline. 
Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 
Tho! repeated to threeſcore; 
Threeſcore ſummers when they are gene, 


Will appear as ſhort as one, 
Will * » e. | 


1 * 4 


oxxxII. 


| Dione, hat is your great ee 
Where's your boaſted courage flown? 


Quite perverted to puſillanimity, ED 
Scaree to call yourſelves your own. 


What your anceſtors. won ſo viorioully,. 
Crown'd with conqueſt in the field; _. 
_ You'd relinquiſh : and O moſt ingloriouſly 

To oppreſſion tamely yield. 


Freedom now for her flight makes preparative, 
See her weeping quit the ſhore; + 


- Britain's loſs will be then pm NY | 
Never to behold her more. 


Gracious God! to aft exurgitate, 155 
Stretch forth thy vindictive hand; 
Make oppreſſors their plunder reuſgitates 

Aud preſerve a finking land. 1 


1 
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CXXXIV. 


CXXXIV, 


BELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won; 
Beheve my vows to you W I 
Or Moggy I'm undone. 


You ſay I'm fickle, and apt to ou 
At ev'ry face that's new; 
But, of all the girls I ever ſaw, * 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


My heart was but a lump of ice, 
Til warm'd by your bright eyes 55 
But ah! it kindled in a trice 
A flame which never dies. 


Come, take me, try me, and you'll find, 
Tho? you ſay I am not true; 7 
Of all the girls T ever ſaw - + 
I'ne'er lov'd one but you. 


iy 3 


cxxxv. 


COME ell me a glafs, fil it hh. 
A bumper, a bumper, I'll haves 

He's a fool that will flinch, I'll not bate an inch, 
Tho' I drink myſelf into my grave. 


Here's 
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Here's a health to all thoſe jolly ſouls, 
Wbo like me will ne'er give o'er, 
Whom no danger controuls, but will take off 
their bowls 
And merrily ſtickle for more. 
Drown reaſon, and all ſuch weak foes, 
I ſcorn to obey her command ; » 
Cou'd ſhe everiſuppoſe, I'll be led by 1 the noſe, 
And let my glaſs dly ſtand. F 


Reputation SA bugbear to fools, 


A foe to the joys of dear drinking; 
Made uſe of by tools, who'd ſet us new rules, 
And bring us to politic thinking. | 


Fill 'em all, Vil have ſix in my hand, 
For I've trifled an age away: 
Tis in vain to command, theflceting: fand 
Rolls on and cannot ſtay. | 


Come, my lads, move the glaſs, drink about, | 


We'll drink the univerſe dr; 
We'll ſet foot to foot, and drink i it all out; 3 


If once we row ſober we die 
cxxxvi. 


Com follow, follow me, | 

Ve fairy elves that be, 
Light trippling o'er the green; 
Come follow Mab your Queen; 
Hand in hand we'll dance Taba, 
For this place is fairy ground, 


8 , 
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When mortals are at reſt, 

And ſnoring in their neſt ; : 
Unhear'd and uneſpy'd, 

Thro' key-holes we do glide ; | 
. Our tables, ftools, and e | 
We trip it with our fairy e elves. 


And if the houſe be foul, 
With platter, diſh, or ba! Y ; 
Up ſtairs we nimbly creep,. * 

And find the fluts aſleep; _ 
Then we pinch their arms and * 
None us hears and none us ſpies. 


But if the houſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the houſhold maid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid; 
Every night before we go, 
We drop a teſter in her ſhoe. 4 
Then o'er a muſhroom's head, 
Our table-cloth we ſpread; - 
A grain of rye or wheat, 
The diet that we eat; 
Pearly drops of dew. we drink, 
In acorn cups fill'd tothe brink. | 
I be brains of nightingale s, 
With unxious fat of ſnails, 
Between two cockles den d. | 
Is meat that's eaſy chew'd;;. 8 
Brains of worms, and marrow of mice, 
Do make a feaſt that's wond' rous nice. 
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The graſhopper, gnat, and fly, 

Serve for our minſtrelſy 

Grace ſaid, we dance awhile, 

And ſo the time beguile ; 

But if the moon doth hide her head, 
The glow-worm lights us ans to * 


O'er tops of dewy graſs 
So nimbly we do paſs, 
The young and tender ſtall 
Ne'er bends where we do Walk; 
Vet in the morning may be ſeen 
Where we the night before have been. 


CxxxvII. 
By the ladies I oft” have been 8 WE 


For the bottle * vow I have ester reſpect: 


They carp at my ann words they in- 


twine, 


Miſs Betſy they cry up, but down with: my wine. 


I ſometimes muſt on they my ſpirits perplex, 
But, ſay what they will, Tadore the dear ſex ; 
Love and truth is the motto of Cupid's great ſhine, 
But Bacchus's motto is mirth, love, and wine. 


Hoy inſipid's the lover Who never could drink; 
But let him once taſte the ripe juice of the vine, 
He'll ſoon be convinc'd of che foree of good wine. 
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Obſerve me, ye fair, I'll this maxim ne er ſcan, 
I'll be the true lover, but keep up the man; 


What's wine without love? let your ſages define, 
Or tell me, ye lovers, what's love without wine? 


Grave prudes they may rail, and all, woudcing, 
declare: 


How vulgar and drupken the Elos en 
But, under the roſe, I a truth muſt define, 
The huffies themſelves love a bumper of wine. 
Nor is he the lover, when Chloe does frown,. 
Who runs to the brook. with intention to drown 3 
Now my way's another, all malt. approve. mine, 
For, if I muſt drown, it ſhall be in good wine. 
| Give me love as it's meant, and? care not a ſtraws 
Of the ſame give me wine, and in neither a flag? 
Since love was the great and creative deſign, 
So to heighten. that love was ſent us good wine; 
Say why ſnould one bleſſing another ADDOFy, | 
Since each was deſign'd us.in turn to r wal 
Let the puny tame lover for beauty repine,, - _ 
No loveis like that chat O ie by good wine. 


- CXXXVIII. 
Written & Mr, OY Fa LEY 


To hes: fair be I retire, | 
From flatt'ry,. feaſting, dice „and din 
Nor art thou found in domes ney 3 | 
Than the low cot or humble inn, 


P 2 N | "Tis 


1600 
Tis here with boundleſs pow'r I reign, 


And every health, when I begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champaign, 


For freedom crowns it at an inn. 1 
I-fly'from pomp, I fly from flate ; | | 
I fly from falſchood's ſpecious grin : 
© Freedom I love, and form I hate, 4 


And chuſe my lodging at an inn. 
Here, waiter, take my ſordid ore, 
Which lacquies elſe might hope to win, 
8 what courts have not in ſtore; 
a It buys me freedom at an inn. 6 EEE 


And now once more I ſhape my way - | 
Thro' rain or ſnow, thro? thick and thin, 252 \ 
Secure to meet at cloſe of day,” £ b 
A kind reception at an inn. 5 N 
Whoe' er has travel d life's dull round, 
Whoe er his various tour has ps 85 
5 May fighito think how ofthe ound, | 
n eee at an inn. 5 
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Fam Hebe 1 ane 
Io eſcape from her ora a and to drown ! in 
wine: 
I try'd it, but found, . I car todepart, 
'The wine in my head, but il 1 ve in my heart. 
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1 . to my reaſon, 3 her aid, 

Who paus'd on my caſe, and. each = 
weigh'd, _ . 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r 1 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth reply'd I, I've no need to be taught 
I came for your counſel to find out a fault: 7 

If that's all, quoth reafon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe dares thro* each throvimg 

Vein, * 

My ſenſes ſurpriz'd 1 in 1 Ae a Boca 2 
And reaſon confirms me a N to her e | 
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To make the moſt of flecting time, 
Should be our great endeavour; 

For love we both are in our primm. 
The time is now or never. 

A thouſand charms around you play, | 
No girl more bright or clever; 

Then let us both agree to- day, 
To-morrow will be never. 

I ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
I burn with Love's high fever; tated ME 

Pray now be kind, I know you can; |... 81 
Lou muſt not anſwer never. 150 


| "Y 


My! Jemmy is crofled quite over the main, . 
And 1 fear I ſhall never behold him a gain, 


Ye powers above grant me but his charms, 
And ſend my Jemmy ſafe home to my arms. 


40167 3 


N Wpiln thus you Chloe ert Ade; 


Von ſtuſtrate my edeavoun; | 
* That face will fade, come down that pride, 

"Your time is now or never. | 

E're for yourſelf or me too late, 

Say now you are mine for ever; 


T f I _ be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 


y tune is now or never. 5 


CLxI. 


nps I have loſt my love, 
Pray have you ſeen my Anna, 
Pride of ev*ry ſhady grove, 
pon the banks of Banna. 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain. | 


. Never ſhall 1 ſee them more, 


Until her returning, FT WL” « 
All the joys of life are oer, 
4 . gladneſs * to e 
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Yepretty little coking that fing thro! the grove 
Convey me this letter to the arms of my ve, 

'To eaſe my fond heart, with all forrow oppreſs'd, 
I amweary of roving, and can take no reſt. * 


' Tis down in yonder valley In make u a cave 
The ſweeteſt of jewels my. Jemmy-ſhalt have, f 
With the pinks and ſweet violets I'll mae hom ** 
And a cacland of 1 to crown | my Jemmy 8 
head, | 


All this IU go thro? 190 my beet . 8 alle; 

I'll be guardian unto him till he does awake: 

When day-light appears, we will = ling, 

Here's a health to young Jemmy, and lang lire 
: the king. 
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GUARDI AN angels now prote& me, | 


Send, ah! ſend the ſwain I love, | 2 9 | 


Deign, O Cupid, «to direct me, 
Lead me thro? the myrtle grove: 8 
Bear my fighs ſoft floating ö 
Say I love him to deſpair, . 
Tell him *tis for him I grieve, © | 
For him alone I wiſh tolive. © 


Midſt ſecludeddells I'll wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of night, t. 
Near ſome bubbling rills meander, © 

Where he firſt has bleſt my ſight. * of 


£ 244 ? 


e che me, 

There in fighs to waſte the day, 

8 — — fron, 
„ ee ee hee more? 


Tben recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 
Deep in fome ſequeſter'd vale, 
There with mournful cadence feeling, 
Ok repeat my love-fick tale. 5 
And the Lark and Philomel, 5 
Oft ſhall hear a virgin tell, | 
What's the pain to bid adieu, 


. ee A and Law 


„„ cxl rv. 


COME thou roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of every heart; felt joy, 

Leave the bliſsful powers awhile, 
% @Waphos and d the Cyprian ſte, 

Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, _ 
Britons do thy power adore, 
Britons hardy, bold, and free, 

Own thy laws, and yield to thee, _ 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Come thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 

This is thine and Hymen's 8 

Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 
Bid her for love's rites prepare. 
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Let the nymphs with many a flower, 

Deck the ſacred nuptial bower, 

Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen too be there. ö 
This is thine and Hymen's day. 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte a ay. 3 


Only while we love we live; 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 
Pomp and power, and tinſel ſtate, : 
Thoſe falſe pageants of the great, 
Crowns and ſceptres, envied _ 
And the pride of eaſtern kings. 
Are but childiſh empty toys, 
When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 


- Only while we love we live. 3 
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Bartow my boy, lye Kill By deep. ati 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep's 
If thou'lt be filent, I'll be glad, 
Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad: 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, . 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 

Balow, my boy, lie ſtill and N re 

It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep, = - 
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Balow, my darling, ſleep awhile, 


And when thou wak'ft then ſweetly mile; 


But ſmile not as thy father did, 

To cozen maids; nay, God forbid; - 
For in thine eye his look I ſee, 

The * look that ruined me. 


When he 8 to court my love, 
And with his ſugar d words to move, 
His tempting face and flatt ring chear, 
In time to me did not appear : 

But now I ſee that cruel he 


Cares neither for- Me babe vor me. oP 


Balow my boy, &c. 


Fat ell. frown thou falſe youth, 


That ever kiſs'd a woman's mouth ; 


Let never any after me, 
Submit unto thy courteſy, 
For, if they do, O! cruel thou, 


Wilt her abuſe and care not 2 8 "LED 


Balow, my boy, &c. - 


I was too_credulous at the firſt,. . 
To yield thee all 2 maiden. durſt; 


Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 
Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd my love: 
But quick as thought the change is wrought, 


Thy love's no more thy ns ale nought. 
A my Irs &c. e | | - 


2 2 Y . — | 
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5 (167) 
I wiſh I. were a maid again. 
From young men's flattery I'd refrain, 


For now unto my grief I ſind, 


| They all are perjur'd and unkind ; 


Bewitching charms bred all my harm, 
Witneſs my babe lies in my arms. 
Balow, my boy, &. we” 


I take my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 
And lull my young fon on my lap, 
From me, ſweet orphan, take the pap: 
Balow, my child, thy mother mild | 
Shall wail as from all bliſs exil'd. 

Balow, my boy, '&c, _ 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 
Whoſe greateſt grief's for wronging thee; : 


Nor pity: her deſerved ſmart, 

Who can blame none but her fond heart; 
F Or, too ſoon truſting lateſt ſinds N Hs 
With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. 


Balow, my boy, &c. 
Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 


When he the thirſtleſs ſof has played ; 
Of vows and oaths forgetful, -he 

| Preferr'd the wars to thee and me, 
But now, perhaps, thy curſe and mine 


Make him eat acorns with the fine, - 
Balow, my boy, &. 


( 168 ) 


But curſe not kim, perhaps now 7 

Stung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : 

Perhaps at death, for who can tell 

Whether the Judge of Heav'n and Hell, 

By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 

And laid the dear deceiver low. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


I wiſh I were into the bounds 8 
Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, | 
Repeating as he pants for air, 

My name, whom-once he call'd his Eve. 
No woman's yet ſo fiercely. ſet, l 
But-ſhe'll forgive, tho' not fofget. 
Balow, my boy, &, NY 


__ . , 
— + * rn 
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 exLvI.. 


1 ſurly his 3 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there is truth: 
But growing as poor as was job, 
: And unable to purchaſe aflaſk, 
Hle choſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk, 


Heraclitus ne'er wou'd deny, 2 
To tipple and cheriſh his heart, 
And when he was maudling, wou'd cry, 
* he had emptied his ws | 


* | 1 | Tho | 


d 


'{ -x69 )) 


Tho? ſome are ſo fooliſh to think. 
" He wept at men's follies and vice, 

\ When ”twas-only bis cuſtom to drink 
| Till the liquor flow'd out of hi 


Democritus always was glad 
Of a bumper to chear up his ſoul, 
And would laugh like a man that was mad, 

When over a full flowing bowl; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd wii 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaſom the brighter to ſhine; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel, ; 
| * fancied the world, like his brains, | 
ucn'd round like a chariot wheel. 
Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine; 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 

Is due to the juice of the vine, 
His belly, ſome authors agree, 
Was big as a watering trough; 

He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
Been he'd N — 


Vor, H. Q. 8 Old 


( x70 ) 
Old Plato, that learned divine. 
_ "He fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits we ne'er ſnou'd have known: 
By wine we are gen'rous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 


Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have had 
| Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


Nor. Celia, that T juſter am, 


4 Or better than the reſt; 


For I wou'd change each hour, like them, | 
Were it my intereſt. 


But, I am ty'd to very thee, 
By every thought I have; 
Thy face I only care to ſee, 
"Oy heart I only Crave. . 


All that in woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear ſelf I find; 


7 80 For the whole ſex can but afford 


The handſome, and the End, ff 


Why then ſhou'd I ſeek farther ſtore, 
And ſtill make love a-new : 

When change itſelf can give no more, 

Tis eaſy to be true. . 


* gi CXLVIII, 


& wn. 


CXLVIIL. 


How tormenting s the anguiſh, 
When the fair pine and languiſh, 

And too ſoon their indulgence diſcover ! 
If the nymph is complying, ' 
The ſwain ceaſes dying, 

And the warmth of his paſſion 1s over. 


The beſt way to charm him, 
Is with fears to alarm him, 


To keep him in awe, and at diſtance : : 
By making him jealous f 
She makes him more zealous, 


And ſecures him her ſlave by reſiſtance. 


CXLXIX. 


Pg; THRE, Billy, 

Be'n't fo ſilly, | 
Thus to waſte thy days in grief: 

You ſay, Betty i pe 

; Will not let ye; 
But, can ſorrow give relief 7 

Leave repining, g, 

Ceaſe your whining, 
Pox on torment, grief, and woe; 
If ſhe's tender, 11 

She'll ſurrender; 


If ſhe's toug —— eben let her go. 
Qz £ CL, 
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My lodging | it is on the cold ground, 
And very hard is my fare ;. 


| But that which troubles me moſt is 


The unkindneſs-of my dear: 
Yet ſtill I cry, oh turn, love, 
AndI pr'ythee, love, turn to me; 


For thou art the man that I long for, 


And, alack! what remedy? 5 


I'll crown thee with a garland of ſtraw then, 
And I'll marry thee with a ruſh ring; 
And merrily we will ſing; 
Oh turn to me, my dear love, | 
And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me 


| For thou art the man that alone can 2 


Procure my liberty. 


But if thou wilt harden- FAT IRE aal, 
And be deaf to my pitiful moan-z 


Then I muſt endure the ſmart Kill, 


And tumble in ftraw all alone: 


Vet ſtill 1 cry, oh turn, love; Z 


And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me; 
For thou art the man, that alone art. 
The cauſe of my . 


CLI, 


C Ws } 


COLL 


Written by Sir ſoux Moors, Bart. 


O, GEORGE! I've been, I'll tell you where, 
But firſt prepare yourſelf for rapture 2 


To paint this charming heavenly fair! 


And paint her well, would aſk whole chapters. | 


Fine creatures I've view'd many a one, 
With lovely ſhapes and angel faces; 

But I have ſeen them all outdone, 
By this ſweet maid, at Ayleſbury races. 


Lords, Commoners, alike ſhe rules, 
Takes all who view her by ſurpriſe ; - 


Makes e'en the wiſeſt look like ſools 2 0 
Nay more, makes fox-hunters look wiſe. 


Her ſhape---'tis elegance and eaſe, _ 
- Unſpoil'd by art, or modern dreſs, 

But gently tap'ring by degrees, 
And finely, <* beautifully leſs !”? 


Her foot---it was ſo wonderous mall, * 


So thin, ſo round, ſo ſlim, ſo neat, 
The buckle fairly hid it all, 


And ſeem'd to fink it withthe weight. | 
And juſt above the ſpangled ſhoe, - - 
Where many an eye did often glance 
Sweetly retiring from the view, | 


Two flender ancles were ſeen by chance. 


Q3 


And 


(oe) 
And then ſhe dances---better far, 
'Fhan heart can think, or tongue can tell ; 
Not Heinel, Banti, or Guimar, 
E'er mov'd ſo graceful, and fo well. 


.- So eaſy glide her beauteous limbs, 
True as the echo to the ſound ; e 
he ſeems as thi” the dance the ſkims, 
To tread on air, and ſcorn the 1 1 


And there is Vohtning 5 in her eye, 
One glance alone might well inſpire 
The clay-cold breaſt of apathy, _ 
Or bid the frozen heart catch fire. 


And xephyr on-her lovely lips, WE EDA 
Has ſpread his choiceſt, ſweeteſt roſes; 
And hats his heavenly neRar ſips, | 
And there in breathing ſweets repoſes. 


And there's ſuch muſic when ſhe ſpeaks, 
You may believe me when I tell ye, 
"7p rather hear her than the ſqueaks, 


Or far-fam'd ſqualls of Gabrielli. 
And ſparkling wit, and feady ſenſe, 
In that fair form with beauty vie; 


But ting'd with virgin diffdence, 
* the ſoft bluſh of — 


Had 


( us 2 


Had I the treaſures of the world, 
All the ſun views, or the ſeas borrow 
(Elſe may I to the De'il be hurld) 
I'd lay them at her feet to-morrow. 


But as the bards reap only bays, 
Nor much of that, tho” nought grows 


* 

ru beat my brains to ſound her a” | 

And hammer them into a ſonnet. ® 

And if ſhe deign one charming ſmile, | 
The bleſt reward of all my Iabours, 


Tl never grudge my pains or toil, 3 
2 Pity oy * ee my acighour 5 72 


„ e 


Written by the 841 ME. 


15 i= i n 
Compaſſion ever loy'd to dwell, 
Pity the ſorrows I endure, X 


The A eat: 


The grief that on my quiet preys- 

That rends my heart · that checks my E rn 
1 fear will laſt me all my days, 

But feel it will not laſt me long. 


ct. 


6 


c. 


| YE lads of true ſpirit, pay n to claret, 


Relegg'd from the trouble of thinking, | 
A fool ago, ſaid we nothing could know 3 * 
The feffow knew nothing of drinking. 

To pore over Plato, or practice with Cato, . 

Diſpaſſionate dunces might make us; 


But men, now more wiſe, ſelf-denial deſpiſe, + | 


And live by the leſſons of Bacchus. 


Big-wig's , in fine coach, ſee the Doctor . » 
He folemnly up the ſtairs paces; 
Looks nn. his cane---applics finger to 
vein, 
And counts the repeats with grimaces ; 


As he holds pen in hand, Life and. death are at 


ſtand--- 
A toſs up which party mall abe us. 


Away with ſuch cant no preſcription we want, 


But the nouriſhing noſtrum of Bacchus. 


We jollily join in the practice of wine, 
Whale miſers *mid plenty are pining; 
While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are mourning, 
We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining. 
Drink, drink, now tis prime, toſs a bottle to time, 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 
By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus. | 


(Cam ) 
What work is there made; by the news- paper trade, 
Of this man's and tother man's tation! 
The inns are all bad, and the outs are all mad; 
In and out is the cry of the nation. 
The politic matter which both parties chatter, 
From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us: 
With half-pints in hand, independent we'll . 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


. 
Ve your motions well. tim'd- be all charg'd and 
all prim'd ;. 
Have a care---right and left---and make ready. 
Right hand to glafs join at * 128 reſt your 
wine | 
Be all in your exerciſe teady. 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we RY 
May graciouſly they undertake us ! | 
No more we defire---ſo drink and give fire,, 
A volley to beauty and Bacchus. 5 


— 


| YouNG tan, and yer undi 
How to make a lover yield; 


How to keep, or how to. gain; 
When to love, and when to feign.. | 


Pake me, take me, fome of you, © 
While I yet am young and true; 
Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes. 


Stay 


{ 
| 
| 

| 
| 

"nl 
| 
| 


( x78 ) 


How to lye, and to betray : 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reſt; 


Cou'd 1 find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth; 

\ Briſk, and of a janty mien, 
I hou'd Iong to be fifteen. 


—_— 


3 1 
LIBERTY HALL. 
By the EAR of Denby. * 
OLD Homer ! but with him what have we to > do? 


Wat are Grecians, or Trojans to me or to you? 


Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, _ 
Choice ſpirits aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 
Derry down. 


Sweet peace, belov'd handmaid of ſcience EP" art, 
VUnanimity take your petitioner's part; 
Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can do- 
But firſt, may it pleaſe ye my ſervice to . 
. down. 8 


7 Perhaps my addreſs you may premature think, 
Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink; 


There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of them 
| all . 

Is oe toaſt or he times chat! is s Liber Ball 
That 


'( 179) 
That at fin Britiſh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner- ſtone Magna Charta is nam'd; 
Independency came at Integrity's call, 
And form'd the front pillars of Liberty — 


Derry down. 


This manor our forefathers bought with their 


blood, 


And their ſons, and their ſons ſons have pror i 


their deeds good; 
By that title we live, by that title we fall, 


For life is not life out of Liberty Hall. 


* down. 


In mantle of honour, 1 rated fold, 


Playing right in the ſun-ſhine, the burniſh of gold, 
Truth beams on her breaſt ; ſee atloyalty's call, 
The genius of England in Liberty Hall, 

Fs De down. 


Ye ſweet ſmelling courtlings in ribbon and lace, 
The ſpaniels of pow'r, and bounty's diſgrace, 
So ſupple, fo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall, 


Twas paſſive obedience loſt Liberty Hall. 


Derry down. 


But 1 Revolution had ſettled the 8 5 


And natural reaſon knock d Tyranny down, + 
No frowns cloath'd with terror appear'd to appall, 
The doors were thrown open of Liberty Hall. 

._ . Derry down. 


See 


| 
1 
N 
1 
| 
; 
| 
| 


Her ſtandard is Juſtice, — eee e 
Our King is our countryman, Sughhmen-all, - | 

God bleſs him, and bleſs us in Liberty Hall. 

* Derry down. 
I Os © wereis des all ?---Monfieur wants to . "a 
"Tis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau: 2 
Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, 
For Liberty Hall is an Engliſnman's Heart. 
| Derry down. 


cr vl. 5 


| ere air, . 8 
Vapour from a ſecret fire: 
Which by thee itſelf diſcovers, 
Ere yet daring to aſpire. 
Softeſt note of whiſper'd anguiſh, 
Hlarmony's refined part, 
_ Striking, while thou ſeem'ſt to l 
- Full upon the liftner's heart. 
Safeſt meſſenger of paſſion, © + 
Stealing thro? a croud of ſpies ; 
_ { ©  Whoconſtraiwtheoutward-faſhion, 
AQiuloſe the pe, and guard che eyes. 
;  "Shapeleſs ſigh, we ne' er can ſhow thee ; 
Form' d but to aſſault the ear; 
Yet, ere to their coſt they know thee, 
"Every nymph may read thee---here. 


2 


cn) 


CLVII. 


YorTH-from my dark and difmal cell. 
Or from the dark abyſs of Hell, 
Mad Tom is come to ſee the world again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my ſoul, 

Hark! how the angry furies how! ? 
Pluto laaghs, and Proſerpine is glad, 

To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam mad. 


Through the world I wander night and day, 


To find my ſtraggling ſenſes; 
In an angry mood I met old Time, 
With his Pentateuch of tenſes. 


When me he ſpies away he flies, | 
For Time will ſtay for no man; 
In vain with cries” I rend the ſkies, 
For Pity is not common. 


Cold and combbedes 1 
Help! help! or or elſe I die! 

Hark! T' hear Apolto's 5 team, 
The carman *gins to whiſtle ; 

Chaſte Diana bends" her bow, . 
And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Ver: II. ja R EE © 
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( 182 ) 


Come Vulcan, with tools and with tackle ; 


And knock of my troubleſome ſhackle ; 


Bid Charles make ready his wain, 
To bring me my ſenſes again, 


Laſt night I heard the Dog-ftar bark; 
Mars met Venus in the dark; 


Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar, 


And furiouſly made at the God of War, 8 


Mars with his weapons laid about; 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His broad horns did ſo hang 1 in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright, 


Mercury, the nimble poſt of Heaven, dT, 
Stood ftill to ſee the quarrel ; 1 
Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Beftrid a ſtrong- beer barre! 


To me he drank whole butts, + 


Until he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 


* Poor Tom 15: very dips... rt - 


A little drink for charity. 


Hark! I hear Acteon's hounds, 


The huntſmen whoop and holloW :; 0 


5 Kingwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 


All the Chace do follow. 


The Man in che Moon drinks claret, 

Eats powder'd Beef, Turnip, and Carrot 3 
But a cup of Malaga Sack,, 
Will fre the buſh at at his back. 


CLvIII. 


( 183 ) 


| cLvIII. 


FxkRDO RI! is a real treafure, 


Love a dream all falſe and vain; 
70 Short, uncertain 1s the pleaſure. 
Sure and laſting is the pain. 


A 3 and tender paſſion 
1 Some ill Planet over- rules; | 
5 Ak! how blind is inclination, | 

Fate and Women doat on fools, 


GENTLY. touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclined to reſt; _ 
Fill her ſoul with fond deſire, | 
Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt: 


Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love; 
Let them all propitious prove. 


On the moſſy bank ſhe lies, 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed,) 
Beauteous flow'rs meet the eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head: 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound.” 


bs an 


18405 
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. CLX. | 
GREAT God of fleep, fince it mult be, 
That we muſt give ſome hours to thee, | 
Invade me not while the free bowl 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul; 


That be my only time to ſnore, 
When I can laugh, and drink no more; 


Short, very ſhort be then thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte tolaugh and drink again. 


But. O1 if melting in my ams, 

In ſoms ſoft dreams with all her charms, 
The nymph belov'd ſnou'd then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking the denies; 
Then, gentle ſlumber, prythee fray, 
Slowly, ah! flowly bring the day;  - > 
Let no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy, | 4 
Such ſweet Gels of real Joy. 


CIA. | 


FaRRGT iſle, an ide, Seeg. 0 
| Seat of p leaſures and of loves 5 | 
Venus here il chuſe her dwelling... 


And forſake her Cyprian groves. 


| Cupid from his faw'rite nation, 
Care and envy will remove; 
Jealouſy, that poiſons paſſion, 
And deſpair that dies for love. 
17 „% ͤũ òðͤ Gentle 


(i183 ) 


Gentle murmurs, ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love; 
Soft repulſes, kind diſdaining, | 
Shall be all the pains you prove. | 


Every ſwain ſhall pay his duty, 
Grateful every nymph ſhall prove; . 
And as theſe excel in beauty, | 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for love. | | 


5 7 LN. 5 | : 2p . 
How can you, lovely Nancy, thus cruelly light, _. 
A Swain who is wretched, when baniſn'd your fight; 
Who for your ſake alone thinks life worth his care, 
But which ſoon, if youfrown on, muſt end indeſpair. 


If you meant thus to torture, O why did your eyes, 

Onceexpreſs fo much ſoftnefs, and ſweetly ſurpriſe; 

By their luſtre inflam'd, I cou'd not believe, 

As they had ſuch mild influence, they e' er wou'd 
deceive. | 


But, alas! like the pilgrim bewilder'd i in night, 
Who perceives a falſe ſplendor at diſtance invite: 
Overjoy'd he haſtes on, purſues it and dies; 

A like ruin attends me, if away Nancy flies. 


O forget not the raptures you felt in my arms, 

When you call'd me dear angel, and ard all 
pour charms; 

When you vow'd laſting love, and fwore with a kiſs 

That in my fond embraces was center'd all bliſs.  - \ 


1 R 3 Faireſt, 


I Aud the Nymph may be chaſte . has never 


( 166) 


Faireſt, but moſt obdurate, conſider chat woe 
Will, like ſickneſs neglected, more deſperate grow; 
That your heart may relent, I implore the kind 


pow 'rs, 
Since I'm incopſiant as your ſex, be not fickle as 
ours. | 
—_ 
85 CLXI. 3 


A Nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray'd, 
The Swain has been jilted, thenympth been betray d 
Their intent was to try if his Oracle knew 


E'er a Nymph that was abet oF a ſwajn tha 
was true. 

Apollo was mute, and had like to have * 
But ſagely, at length, he this ſecret difclos'd d; 

He alone won't betray in hom none will enger 


port 


been . 


# 
. 4 : 
8 1 " 


; 1 of all womankind, 
For ever ſubjected, for ever confined ; | 
Our parents controul us, until we are wives x 
Our Huſbands enſlave us the reſt of oor lives. 

If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
But ſecretly languiſh, compelld to conceal ;: 


Deny'd ev'ry freedom of Life to enjoy, 
: hoy blam'd if we're kind, and en 


if we're coy. 1 


£ 1 


el xv. 


Voor Colin feeks my heart to _ 0? 
And ſighs and talk fo much of love, pay 
He'll hang or drown I fear it. 1 
Of pangs and wounds, and 8 
Of Cupid's bow, and bleeding e 
1 vow I cannot bear it. 
Ivo, &c. 


He ſays I'm pretty, mighty well, 
And witty too---that's better ſtill, 
And ſenſible I fwear it: : 
But words we know are noũght but + winds. 
Unleſs he'll freely tell his mind, | 
I vow I cannot bear it. 


The ra Wn dances legal and ear. 8 


- -» 


But downcaſt e * OR and has, To 
| 80 finely plead the lover's cauſe, 


I vow. Leannot bear it. 
I wiſh ſome friendly nymph. dr Rat 5 
Would build the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
I'd wed him, I declare i =—_ 
Then pluck up courage like my ſex. 
The honeſt youth no more PH vex, 
Ivo. 1 do — it. | 


CLVI. 
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CLXVI. 


8 as n 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, ' 
J trembl'd, I bluſh'd, a poor innocent maid, 
And my'heaftcaper'd up to my tongue, 
Silly heart, I cry'd fye, what a flutter is . Fa 
Young Damon intends you no ill; 5 
The ſhepherd ſo civil, you've nothing to fear, 
Then prithee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 6 


My Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet ; 
One kiſs he demanded, no more: 

But urg' the ſoft preſſure with ardor 0 fweet, 967 
I could not deny him a ſcore; F 

My lambkins I've kiſs d, and no change © ever 


found, ; 
e we's play'd on the hill; 


But Damon's dear lips made 2. heart er 
round, 


Nor would the fond urchin be ul. 
When from the bright ſun to che ſycamore ſhades 
For ſhelter I'm ſure to repair; 
And, virgins, in faith, I'm no longer a 
Altho? the dear ſhepherd be there. 
At every fond kiſs that with freedom he takes 
My heart may rebound if it will; . , 


There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle k +4 | 
PI die are I bid it be ſtill, | 


' CLXVIL, 


( 189 ) 


clxvn. 


EL ARK the boathvain hoarſely bang 

By topſail ſheets and hall yards ſtand, 

Down your topſails quick be hawling, 

Your ſtay ſails quickly hand boys hand, 

Quick ſet the braces do'nt make wry faces, 
Your topſail ſheets let go let go. = 

Starboard here, tol de ra, 

Larboard there, tol de aa. 

Turn our quid, take a ſMʒẽnrr. 

Then Yeo, Yeo, Yeo. | 

As the ſhip goes ſo time paſſes, 4 2 
Life's too ſhort to loſe a day, 

Charge your guns boys fill your gaſſes, 

For the ſhip is un er way. 7 


See how ſhe rolls, heave the lead found the boots 
Mark above water how ſhe goes. ves 


Damn fear, tis all a notion 
When our time's come we mult go, 
Ne'er mind the billows motion, 
When the ſhip heaves to and fro. A ofid 
See how ſhe rolls, ke. | 
1 do as a failor ſhould do, : 1 
When a .cann of vg s in the COTE 16534 
zut now tis time for to leave off, 
For an ſtay, 


— 


2 , "ETA ht PROOF. On TE” Los 
Oe 


. 
The French and the Spaniards may pleaſe us, 
With their muſic and ſuch ſort of ſtuff, 


But we Britons have tipt them loud thunder, 
While the French have thought muſic too S. 


Aalen the ne ee on eds I, 
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88 my ct kg the wind's * 

Briſt gales our fails ſhall crowd. 

Come buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, boys, 
Haw! the boat, the — lon ET 


”  -. 'Theſhips unmoor d, oF" 


| The riſing gale, la Cath 3 
Fills every fail, _ ey 
The ſhip's well nt and N ds 89 
INE So Hoping bowl, opens 


0 | : 
1 * 7 * 
4 * (4 1 L f I * , 


The girls we N W 147, 5 voce 7 MA 
Shall bleſs each Jovial ſoul:? e ws 10 
We ll e ing. Na 9 
While foaming Ry. „ 5 yr mm 
* © Were bound xp ſteer, 5 N 
Then bear a n be ra, RO | 
Soon you'll ſee, 5 
Old England once again* | 


war den 


& 191 ? 


From ſhore to ſhores. | . ic FE 
While cane, ny ES * 
Our Tars ſhall how, 11 2 
The haughty foe, TY ys 
Britannia rules the: main, ah 


cram; moon 


Now we'refree * college rules, g 
And ſyſtems out of ſeaſon; nnn 
From lumber of the lying Ns ON 
And ſyllogiſtic reaſon : 
We never more will have defn'd, 
If matter thinks or thinks mots 8 
All the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is he who drinks or drinks not. 


Metaphyſic ally to trace pai 
I he mind or ſoul abiraied; FITS 
To prove infinity of ſpace, - 
, By cauſe and cauſe effected; 
Better ſouls we can become, 
By immaterial thinking; 
And, as for ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in, 
Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
Are learned words, and rare too; 
'Phoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 
And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too ; 


. 


— 6. — at 
x x 


* * * 


0 


8 N 
We plenum in our glaſſes ſhew, 
With plus and plus behind, fir, 
And when our caſh runs minus low, 
A vacuum then we find, fir. 
Newton talks of lights and ſhades, 
And different cdl6wrs new, fir ; 


But let not that diſturb your heads, 
We need but ſtudy two, fir: 


Both white and red, our glaſſes boaft; 
Reflection and refraction, | 


And after him we'll take our toaſty: | 


The center of attraQtion. 


Upon this theſis welt declaim, 
With ftratum ſuper ſtratum, 
There's magic in the mighty name 
Tis nature*g,poſtalatim: 
Wine in nature's next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend em,, 
And metaphyſically proves 
Nunc tempus eſt bibendum. Eh 


3 
* Written by Mr. PxioR. 
FAIR Kitty beautiful and young Abt 
And wild as colt untam d. 
Beſpoke the fair from whom: be geg, k 
With little rage inflamed ; - . 8 


* 


a Inflam'd 


( 193 ) 
Inflam'd with rage at fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd; 
And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


M.uſt lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? - - 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 

And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe. better, pray, than 17 

What hidden charms to boaſt ? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die} 

Whilſt Lam ſcaree a toaſt. 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try; 
I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. _ | 
F ondneſs prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, | 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, | 
And = the world on i we: 


S 3K 


CLXXI. 
As Chloe came into the room other day, 
I peeviſh begun, where ſo long could you ſtay ; 
In your life-time you ne*er regarded your hour; 


— 


You promis d at two, but---took, child! it is fqur z . 


A IMy's watch needs neither figures or wheels; 
: Tis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals; 3 


- 


| Vol. . | 8 * . A tem- 


C 
— 
ff 


| 
| 
| 
| 


( '94 ) 


A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear. — 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak; 
Here's an ugly, hard roſe- bud fan into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree, 
Look here! for you never believe me; pray ſee, 
On the left ſide my breaſt, what a mark it has 
made! 55 
So ſaying, her boſom the quite careleſs diſplay d: 
That ſcene of delight; which I n wonder ” 
. 8 
And * ev * word I 1 to have . 


| 23 
Paro) on Mancanur's Gnosr. 


GAY Bacchus one ev ning inviting his friends 
Too partake of a gen' rous flaſk, _ 
To each ſocial being a meſlage he ſends, 

To meet at the head of his caſk. 5 
The gueſt all appear'd at his place of addreſs ; 
The witty, the grave, and the bold ; 
Our Circle ſurpas'd all that fancy 8 

W e s round Table, round Table of old. 

raved 1 Our Circle, &e. 


In the mig of our merriment, who do you thin 
Unſuſpected! had ſeated him there, ä 

But one Care, in diſguiſe---who tip'd us the wink 
And warn'd us of Time to beware, 


* 


Who, 


(195) 
Who, in ſpite of his Age, or the weight of his 
Years, | ; ; \ 
| We thonld heb ny e e blades; 
Is known bythe lock chat on bis forehead he weare, 
A carries the ſign of his trade. 
Our Circle, &c. 


We gratefully ply'd him with bottle and pot, 
Which fill'd up his wrinkles apace; | 
The Cynic grew blithe, and his precepts forgot, 

And ſoon fell aſleep in his place; 
Regardleſs of Time, then we threw off reſtraint, 

Nor fear'd we to wake the old ſpauk;. 
Our ſongs were ſelect, and our ſtories were quaint, 
And each was as gay a a lark. 


When all on a ſudden, anf nd, 
One appear d, who ſpoil'd a good ſong, 
Father Tas wang nnd Op tid hoodia 


wall 


Bis e Hill adiiges - -- ; 
Wee roſe to his Rev'rence, and ofer'd achair ; 
He ſaid for no man he would ſta ;; 
Then Bacchus up ſtarted and caught at his hair; 
And ſwore all the ſcore he mond pay. 
| Our Circle, Ke. * 9 


But Time, well aware of the god of os grapes 
Evaded his efforts and flew : 


We ſeiz'd on his glaſs e er he made hls clcape, 
Wann 155 


8 2 Then 


'( 296!) 
{ Then w we fill'd each with wine inftead of his and, 
And drank double toaſts to the fair, 


Each member in turn with a glaſs in each hand, 
Then rs and went home with * are. 


CLXXIIL. ; 
Bing at the ANacxtonTIC. | 


i at the filent folemn hour, 
When nightand morning meet, 
In glided cook maid Marg'ry's ghoſt, 

And fto0d at Willam' 8 feet. 


Her "Sq was like thick clouted cream, 
Before. it has been churn'd, 


And clay cold was her brawny fiſt, 
Thar oft fore bres have burn'd. 


80 ſhall the faireſt fate appear L 


When youth and years are flown ; 
Such is the robe we all muſt wear, 25 | 
When death has knock'd us down. 


| Her bloom was Uke the beſt houſe lamb, 
Loy Her ſkin was, ſoft and ſleek ; - a 
Not even rump-ſteaks could exceed 
Ik̃h be colour of each cheek. 


But love and diſappointment hat " 
Brought Marg*ry to her death; 
To drown her grief, ſhe took to gin, 
Which ſoon __ r her breath. 


42 5 Billy, 


. 
* * - 
Rs ons Fans * —— 
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— 
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Billy, awake, thou faithleſs man! 

| Leave ſnoring for a while, 

And hear a long and diſmal tale, 
How you did me beguile. 


The watchman calls paſt three o'clock, 
An hour, my Billy dear ! 

Moſt drunken blades are ſleeping off 
The fumes of punch and beer. 

William, remember when you gave 
To me this teſter broken, 

It was for ever to remain 
As a true lover's token. 


Why did you fay you'd marry me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 

Why did you ſay my eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 


How could you fay my face was fair, 
It might the lify mock ? 

Behold it now has chang'd its hae, 
And whiter than my ſmock. 


Why did you ſay my lips, for red 
Excell'd my ſcarlet cloak ? | 
And why did I, young artleſs maid, - 
Believe what you had ſpoke ? 
My fingers oft you did admire, 
When I've been raifing paſte, 
And ſwore amongſt your female fri 
None had ſo ſmall a waiſt. 
N 


6e 9 
| Ah, erud youth ! ! thoſe- days. are paſt 
When I did look ſo ga; 
; Inſtead of kindling amorous flames, 8 
I'm now for grubs a prey. 


But hark! I hear the houſe-maid Rr. 
Billy, my love, adieu, 
And hope you'll ſometimes think on her, 
Who died through love for you. | 


The clock ſtruck five, up William got. 
And ſcratch'd his itching head, 

Then leifurely pulled off his cap, 
And yawning left his bed. 


He flowly walk'd to the nd. 3 
Where Margaret was laid, ; 

Then heaved a ſigh, and ery'd, 

Adieu, thou charming maid-! 


And thrice he called on . name. 

And thrice he wept full ſore, 

Then wip'd bis eyes and blow'd his noſe, 
So thought of her no more. | 


5 clxxw. LEES 


War, 4 re creature; why bb bent; 

To vex a tender heart: 

a Whitle to gold and titles you're intent; 
Love throws in vain his dart. 


Let 


6 19% Y 


Let glitt ring fops i in courts be great? 
For pay, let armies move: 5 

Beauty ſhou'd have no other bait, D 
But gentle vows and love. N 4 f 


* Ion choſe matchleſs charms you lay. ve 8 
n The value that's their due; 7 4 

- e are themſelves too poor to pay; 33 

A thouſand worlds too few. 7 


But, if a paſſion, without vice, | 


Without diſguiſe, or art, 
Ah, Celia! if true love's your prices 
Behold! it in a my heart, 


ad- -- . 8 \ 
— — 


E , 
Lo } . * 
* 2 * a - : # * 
* 6 
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'CLXXV. eee CL 


Y OUNG Roger, the plooghman, who wanted # | 
m nn e 90060 HAN 
Went along with his daddy æ courting to Kate; 5 
With a noſegay ſo large, in his holiday cloaths, 
(His hands in bis pockets) away Roger goes. 
Now he was as baſhfül as baſhful could be, 
And. Kitty, poor girl, was a baſhful as nge: 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall; ; 


Then he grin'd, REIN and aid Pr 
at all. 5 0 


ä If ated the 3 no 1 ere * __ 3 
She ſimper' d and bluſh'd, with * apron ſtring 
play'd, 

| Till 


| (' 200 ) - 
THI de eld folks impatient to have the thing 


done, 


Agreed that young Roger and Kate ſhould beone- 


In filence the young ones both nodded aſſent, 
Their hands being join d, to be married they went, 


Where they anſwer's the parſon with voices ſo 
ſmall, 

You'd have frorn that they both had fd nothing 
at all. 


ſpeak ; 

Could joke with his deary ; laugh loud at the jeſt; 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt; 
And aſham' d of paſt folly they ve often declar'd, 
To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are 

ſcar d 
| If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, © 
When once „ nothing at all. 


CLXXVI. 
Youno Hal call'd foftly, . Riſe my dear ! 
Nis I. your true love---can't you hear? 
| He tapp'd, and tapp'd, 1 impatient grown, ; 
Again he call'd, and ſaid, 5 
* Why, Nancy, love, won't you come dear. 
* No, not replied the maid. 


— — 


But mark what 2 change-—in the courſe of s weck, 
Rate quite left off —— —_ boldly could 


* 


( 201 '} 
5 © I wind is bleak, the night is dark; 
e Diſturb'd, the village watch-dogs bark; 
Full five long miles for thee I've come, 
& O' er dreary moorland ftray'd ; 
<« Riſe from thy bed, and make me room.“ 
© No, no,“ reply'd the maid,” 


Then doleful turn'd he from the door; 
And curs'd his fate, and love forſwore; 
But as he turn'd, he heard the key 
As tho” to creak afraid: | 
« You'll not prove falſe, ſure,” ahifperd _ 
3 No, no, my charming maid !” 


Thee kiſs'd the lovers; thatles the clock 
Beat on the bell; thrice crow'd the cock; 
0 Vet ſtill right loth was Hal to go, 
Tho' Nancy begg d and pray'd: 
Till laughing neighbours cry'd 60 Nr _ & 
© x6-Wify N. wy my” maid !? - 


CLXXYIL. 


A TAYLOR there was, and be lä d in a ber 


4 Who n ne er in | his days caſted champaigne or cas 
ret; 3 . 


With high ſoups, or ragouts he never was fed, - 

But l n me was his daily bread. 
Derry down, &c. 

<< His 


* Noa N Pam 4 4g we ff r TT OOTY [ 9 3 „ u „ 
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His ak he purſu'd without any repining, 
When, bleſs'd wich a pint of three threads for r his. 


Till Cupid, xn arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 


With a Sempſtreſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his quietus. 
Derry down, &c. 


No longer a birth-night affords any ds, 

His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure 5 
His bills he contrives not with items to ſwell ; 
Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them. to 


hell, 
Derry down, &c. 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fine draw the hole he had made; 
And bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 

3 'd without firſt beginning a * 5 
Mp Derry down, & . f 


He viſits the Sempſtreſs with awkward Ale 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ; 


b | But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer d at his ſpeeches and 5 


wheedle, | 
For „ was as ſharp as a needle. 
Derry down, &c. 


A ed her en hon? rable terms he was come, 

And beg'd he might ſoon be inform d of has 
doom; 64 

| Unleſs ſhe'd ebe kvetly hls wife, 2 

Fates ſhears would ſoon cut off his remnant of 


6203) 


Do you amis ry the Sempſtreſs, III take for a 
ſpouſe 

One whom no one eſteems three ſkips of a louſe ? 

Advance in your favour whatever you can 5. 


A taylor 1 is but the ninth part of a man. 
Derry down, &c. 


'The taylor proceeded with lying, entreating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſearce bear re- 
peating | 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid, 
Was juſt like a needle without any thread. 
8 Derry down, &c. 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together 

| he cried, _ 

For her palate, when dainty, he'd ads provide ; 

Tho' to turkies and capons he could not aſpire, 

She might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire, 
Derry down, &c. 


As me . talmils 
And ſwore that her eyes were more — 
her thimble; | 
Tho? ſmall was his wit heſo acted his part, 8 
That 0 know not how 'twas) he cabbag'd her 
heart. 


; Derry down, &c. . 

Away hand in hand to the chapel they went, 

Nor appear'd ãn her viſage the leaſt diſeqntent; 
None but death could the conjugal knot have un- 

; tied; 


For 3 together they ſat till they died, 
| Derry down, &c. 
Eo CLXXVIII, 
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l III. 


Ys far, Polch of ex "y charm 
To captivate the will; 

Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, . , 

Whoſe frowns at once can kill. 
Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 

£2 Where flatt'ry bears no part; 

| An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere - 

: And candid from the heart ? 


Great is your power, but greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage; 
- -— Tf, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all would make a cage: | 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 8 
For who's to ner blind?? 5 
But to what end a pris' ner make, 1 
Unleſs we're ſtrength to bind ? 


Attend the council often told, 
Too often told in vain ; 

"Lear that bleſt art, the art to ha 
And lock the lover's chain: 9 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 

Tho' beauty may the charm * = 

— 1150 *Tis 2 makes it laſt. 


— 


F 
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CLXXIX. 7 1 
Written 7 Captain Moa 1s. 


WHEN che fagex-flicring bowl, 

Wazkes its world of pleaſure, 

. Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 

And life's an endleſs treaſure 3 N 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, E | 
Freſh with gay defire, _ | | 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, . 
And kindling hope inſpire. | | " 


Then who'd be grave, 1. = 
When wine can ſave P 6 8 | 
The heavieſt ſoul frem finkingg 1 
And magic grapes — 
Give angel ſhapes 
To ev'ry girl we're drinking 


Crorvus. Then who'd be grave, &c. 5 


Here ſweet Benignity and Love 
Shed their influence round me, 
ather'd ills of life remove, 

And leave me as they found me: 

Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 

Still to Nature's feeling, | | 
Peace and beauty ſwim thereto, „ | 
And rock me as Pm reeling. . | 
Then who'd be grave, &c, 


Var. II. 1 | On 
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When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 


On youth's ſoft. PID tender truth 


Her penſive leſſon taught me; 


Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 


And Wiſdom wak'd and eaught me: 
A bargain then with Love I knock'd, 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey, . 


* 


* 


But turn the key when tipſey. | 
. Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When Time had ſwag'd my heated heart, 
The grey-beard, blind and ſimple, 


Forgot to cool one little part, 


Juſt luſlid by Lucy's dimpls ; 
'That part's enough of beauty's type, 
To warm an honeſt fellow, 
And though it touch me not when ripe,. 
1 melts ſtill while I'm mellow, - 
"Then who'd be pee, c. 


Life's a ene“ we all a 


With ſcarce a port to hide in, 
It may be ſo to pride or care 
That's not a ſea I ride in: 


Here floats my ſoul, till fancy's eye I 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover, - 


Bright worlds that fair in proſpect lie, 


To him that' s half ſeas over. 
. Then who q " grave, &c. 


nr. 


*( 27 ) 


| „„ eee 


| Written by J. Cuxx ING HAM. 
Tas ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro? the night, 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts be gone, heart ſoothing lep. 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Wzilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 1 
With Kate of Aberdeen 


| The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
ES. In primroſe chaplets gay; 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare | 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, _ 
Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair. po 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 7 
Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green-== | 
Fond bird ! *tis not the morning breaks, 
*Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


. Now, 


( 208 


Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; | 

Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen 

The nymph, and ſwains, exulting, cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 
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My banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with 235 EY” 
J have ſeldom met with a loſs, | 2 
Buch health do my fountains beſtow 3 
My fountains all border'd with moſo, b 
Where the hare bells and violets grow; _ 
Where the hare bells and violets . 1985 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 

| Thave found where the wood pigeons breed; 

But let me that plunder forbear, | 

| She'll fay *twas a barbarous deed; 

For he ne'er could be true, the averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of it's young * 

I lov'd her the more when T heard: 


Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. W 


N Tag” 
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But where does my Phyllida ftray, 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the valleys as. gay, 
i And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as ſine: 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


* 
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Wied Orahans wentdown to the regions below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, 


He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories e | 
To ſet his Eurydice free. a 


All hell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon ſo wiſe, 
Should fo raſhly endanger his life, 17) 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their ſurpriſe! 3 
When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain; 1 
But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 44 

So he gave him his wife back again, | 


* 
oy 
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* 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, . 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 1 98 
He took her again, in reward for his art: 


Such power had muſic in hell. 9 2 


* 
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F . 5 ONte » white al of Albion fee Fame where lie 
. . 
And her ſhrill Saag notes wack the neighbour- 
5 | ing lands : 
Of the natives free-born „and their conqueſt me 
1 ſings, : 
The n of men with the greateſt of his. 


George the Third the: proclaims, his vaſt glory. 
r repeats. 
+ His undiſmay*d legions, invinc incible fleets; oF 
- Whom nor caſtles or rocks can from honour retard, 
Since een death for their e with ſcorn- 
; | _ diſregard, | 2 


Ol but ſee a cloud burkts and an diy appears! ! 
1s Peace, lovely virgin, olved | in tears! | 
> «« Say Fame,. . the mad) i ist not time to 
give o'er, | | 


With Gi ges af famine, exploſions dy gore ? 


e. 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide; 


Then no longer in rage let l der be 
hurld, 


But leave him to me, and give peace to | WIG "of 


— 


| / = A 


* 


Cc a 
Tis done, and great George is to mercy inelĩn d. 
The bleſt word is gone . for the good of man 

ä kinds | | 
"Tis che act of a Briton to boar; then to 8 
And our king is a Briton- deny it who dare. 


(To Hodgſon and Keppel let bumpers next mile, 
ps to all our brave troaps who have taken Belle- 
0s 
May they meet juſt reward, and with courage ad- 
Vance, 


Still: to humble the pride and the W of * 5 
Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to 


| the king, 
To the duke and the princeſs, and make the air 
ring; 
May the days of great George be all happy and | 
ong, 
And the man ill be right who yet never was 
Wrong. 


A SAILOR's life's a pleaſant life, 
He ne roams from ſhore to ove : 2 
In ev'ry port he finds a wife; 20 
What can a ſailor wiſh for more. ” 
To him the world her charms diſplays, 
He views all nature's choiceſt ſtorm, 
And vent ring on the ſtormy ſeas, 
Her various beauties he explores. 


6 *. " - — 
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The wind blows aft with pleaſant gales; 
Keep helm a-midſhips, thus remain, 


A 


Ourport, brave boys, we ſoon ſhall tuin og" 


failor's life's a happy life, 


Our hearts are free from pain or fear; 
We harbour no ill - will, or ſtrife, 


If 


But merrily our courſe we ſteer: 
winds blow croſs, or ſtorms ariſe, 
We to our well-known {kill reſort ; 


'The danger boldly we deſpiſe, 


And alls forgot when we're in port. 


Then each man has his pretty laſs, 
And jovaally our time we pals 3 $ - 
"Our hours with mirth and joy are a; 
N And cheerfully the glaſs goes round. 


Go 
4 


ſailor” s life's a glorious life, 
In danger's field he toils for fame; 


"i When threat'ning war's alarms are rife, 


His matchleſs deeds his worth proclaim : % 


Undaunted he the foe purſues, 


His breaſt true Britiſh valour boaſts, 


Amid the flock of charging hoſts. 


By him, Britannia's fame to raiſe, 
And prove her miſtreſs of the ſeas ; 
Deſtruction on her foes is hurPd, 


le bears her thunder o'er the world. 
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| Then weigh your anchor, bend your ſails 5 © 


The blood-ftain'd deck he fearleſs views, 
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Hon happy a | tate 4 the Miller pole, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs, 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court. 


What tho? he all duſty, and whiten'd does go, 
The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in this dreſs may be honeſter far _ 

Than a courtier who ſtruts in a garter and ſtar. 


Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit 0 


N be ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; FA 


A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, ; 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingerslike meal. 
What if then a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without fcruple from other men's ſacks © 
In this of right noble example he brags, ov. 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhou'd he endeavour to keep an eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate z 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 

As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 

He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contgnted does lye; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing, 

If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King. 
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Written 5 Mr. Oaxmax, 


Tune.----Ceaſe rude Bona. | 
| Lavins who delight in ſeandal,... 


For awhile attend to me; 


Themes of faſhion now I'll handle, 

| - While you fip your fav'rite tea: 

Gon as Phœbus gilds the morning, 
And gentle zephyrs bloww; 


1 Beau and belles themſelves adoring, _ 


8 and ſtorms the ſcene n 


Went to ride 1 in Rotten row. 


| Ladies ane wy 
Ambling in the morning ride: be 

"And the beaux, each pretty creature, - 
Simper by them, fide by fide: _ 

Then tern Boreas all confounding, . 
Bids his ſurly ſervants roar : 


And the tempeſt loud does roar. 


—1 Hark! above the thunders rattle, 


And the lightning cuts the "by 3 


Hero famous in the battle, 


eee 


EXIT. 
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(4 a ) | 
Round their head the hail-ſtones beating, 
Mingled with the guſhing rain; 
E' ry happineſs defeating, | 
Acſter pleaſure oft comes pain. 


Then each ornament of faſhion, x75 bell 
Flutters in the open air; 
More and more the ſtorm comes daſh on, 
How alarming to the fai: 
Now they gallop on for ſhelteer,, 
What a terrible diſgrace ; 
Cork rumps in the helter ſkelter, 
Take, alas! a different place. 
Gypſey hat, and nodding feather, 
Bonnets tow' ring on the crown ; . 
Twirld by the fury of the weather, A 
Round about are rudely thrown: .. _ 
| While che ſnorting ſteeds are prancing, 
Spwiftly thro” the park they come; 
Juſt like drowned rats advancing, 
* + 2 9B on reach n native home. 


 CLXXXVIL. | 


How Bro are we, when the WT is e 
And the boatſwain he pipes, haul both our ſheets aft, 
Steady, ſteady, ſays the maſter, it blows afreſh gale, 


We'll ſoon reach our . bann if the wind does 
not fail, | 


Then, drink about Tom, altho“ the ſhip roll, 
We'll ſave of rich liquor by llinging our bowl. 
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OY 
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How TE: a Sailor's life paſſes, 


Who roams on the wat' ry main! 


No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 


But chearfully fpends all his gain. 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true, 
And wou' d not commit a baſe action, 


For power or power in view. 


Cho. Then why ſhou'd we quarrel for riches, 


Or any fuch glittering toys? ; 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches; 
Goes d the world, my brave boxes | 


The World is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd wich the bleſſings of life, 


The toiler with plenty rewarding, 


Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. . 
* When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, . 


And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 


But ſteilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Ono. Then why mould, &c. * 


The courtier more ſybjeft-to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
"Thaw we; who to politicks . | 


| Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great, 


© f 4 ' 
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n 
The vartous bleſſings of nature, 


In various nations we try ; 3 
No mortals than us can be greater, 


Who merrily live till we die. 
Cuo. e Kc. 


as -Tlane 


= CLAXXIX. | 
Ir love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 
If a bitter, O tell me, whence comes my content? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain; 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain; 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoſt is the dart, 


That at once it both wourids me e and tickles my, 
heart. | 


TI praſp her hands gently, look languiſhing down; 
And by paſſionate ſilenee 1 make my love known; 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt,-whenſokind ſhe does 2585 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When in ſtriving to hide ſhe reveals all her flame, 


And our eyes tell each other, what neither dare 
name. 


How pleaſing i is beauty, how 3 are the is f 
How delightful embraces, how peaceful her arms? 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright tlandard all heroes muſt SY 
yield, | 
For *tis beauty that conquers, and _ the 
fair field, 
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How do they err, who throw their love, No 


On fate or folly wholly, _ 


Whom only rants and flights can move, 
And rapture join d with folly ? 


For how ſhould pleaſure ſolid be, 


Where thought is out ſeaſon ? 
Do I love you, or you love me, 
My dear, without a reaſon? 


Our ſenſe then rightly we'll employ, 
No paradiſe expecting; | 

Yet envying none the trifling j Joy * 

That will not bear reflecting; 


For wiſdom's power, ſince after all, 


E'en life is paſt the curing, 


| Dane the worſt that can befall, 


2597700 makes the beſt mer 
73 1. 


. In; vain a thouſand gaves have ey, 


| Ty. overcome Clarinda's pride * 
Pity pleading, 
Love perſuading, | 3 
When her icy heart is thaw'd, 
| Honour chides, and ſtraight ſhe's aw'd, 


- 


- Fooliſh creature, 
Follow nature 
| Waſte not thus your prime; | | 
. Youth's a treaſure, 
Loveꝰs a pleaſure, © 
Both deſtroy'd by Time. 


a * * 
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1 Pry*thee ſend me back my heart, 
Since I cannot have tune; 15 
For if from your's you will not part, 
Why then ſhould yon keep mine? 
Yet now I think ont, let it lye, 
To ſend it me were vain, _ 
For thou'ſt a thief in either eye, 
om teal. it _ Mr 


* 
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LM old mad 'Tom, ek me, 3 
My wits are quite unframed; 

Im mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, 
And in hopes of being proclaim'd, 


I'll mount the froſty mountains, 
And then I'll ſkim the weather; 

I'll pluck the rainbow from the ſky, 
And I'll fplice both ends together. 

Pll mount the pride of marble, 
And there I'll fright the gypſies ; | 

And I'll play at bowls with ſun and moon, 
And win them with eelipſes,. 

I *prentice was to Vulcan 
And ſerv'd my maſter faithful, 

In making tools for jovial fools ;. 
But, ye gods, ye prov'd unfaithful, 
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. "The ſtars pluck'd from their orbs too, 
I'll put them in my budget; 

And if Pm not a roaring boy. 
Then let the nation judge it. 


* : * * 2 
” 
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IN m my 8 Chariot hurP'd, 

I range around the World; 

Tis mad Tom, drive all before me, 
While to my royal throne I come z 


Bow down, my ſlaves, and adore me, 


Your ſov'reignlord, mad Tom. 
What, though the ſceptre that I bear, 
Is all but dream and air? 

Pve the pleaſure of crowns, 
Without the care. 


. And tho'-] give law, ets 
From, beds mai TREIE 
And dreſs in a tatter'd robe: 
The Madman can be 
More a Monarch than he 
That . the 2 globe. 


a excv. 

IN good King Charles's golden days, 
When loyalty had no harm in't, 

A zealous high church man I Was, 
And {I got preferment: . 


To 


4 221 ) 
To teach my flock, I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed; 
And thoſe are damn'd that do refit; 35 
And touch the Lord's anointed. 
And this is law I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, Sir, 
That whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
Il will be Vicar of Bray, Sir. 


When Royal James obtained the throne, + 
And pop'ry came in faſhion, 
The penal laws J hooted down, 
And read the declaration: | 
The Church of Rome 1 found would it. 
Full well my conſtitution ; _ TR 
And. had become a Jeſait, © © 
But for the Revolution. 


And this i is Law, c. TION > . 
When William was our King. declar d, 


To eaſe the nation's grievance! 
With this new wind about I ſteer'd,: NY 
And ſwore to him allegiance ; "hs 
Old principles I did revoke, © 

Set conſcience at a diſtance: 
Paſſive-obedience was a joke, 

And piſh' for non-refiſtance.. 

And this is Law, &c. 


When gracious Anne aſcends the throw, I 
The Church of England's glory 3. 3, 
Another face of things was ſeen, TR . 
And I became a Tory; | 45 c cad 


U 3 Occaſional: 
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_ Occaſional conformiſts baſs, 


I damn'd their mqgeration, 


And thought the — 


ot ſuch prevaricatian. 
And this is Law, Ke. 


When George in pudding time came o'er, 
And moderate men look'd big, — 


I turn'd a ęat- in- pan once more, 


And then became a whig, Sir; 
And fo preferment. I procur'd 7. 

By our New. Faith's Defender; 
And always every day abjur'd | 

The «Pope and the Pretender. 
this is Law, &c. 


, e e Houſe af Eanover,.. 


a 


And Proteſtant ſucceſſion, 


To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, . 


While they can keep poſſeſſion ? 


For by my faith and loyalty | 


I never more will faulter, | 
And George my lawful King ſhall bes 
Until the times ſhall alter. 


And this is Law, 9. | 


CXCVI. 


Wix ga wess all bare, not a leaf to be 


ſeen, 


And the meadows their beauties bard loſt; 


When nature's diſrob'd of ber mantle of green, 
; As 125 ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt: 


| (223) 
While che peaſant inactive, ſtands ſhivering with 
f el, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow 3 : 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their _ 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow. © 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd a 
| Te 
And they ſend forth their breata like a ſtream 
And the neat looking dairy maid ſees ſhe muſt thay 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream: 
When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſfides ; 
And the ruſtics laugh loud, if, by falling, ſhe ſhews 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 1 


When the lads and the laſſes for. company join dy 


In a croud round the embers are met; 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind- 
And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat: 
WMben the birds to the barn come me hovering for foods 
Or they filently fit on the ſpray; _ 
And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
| Leſt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray. 
Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it ma) prove my lat, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
While the icicles hang from the eves W 
1 may thather in ſafety retire ! 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free bon fr- 
prize, _ 
We may live andno hardſhips 1 3 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, | 
But ſuch as each other may cure, 


excyn. 
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Tun at ſhone pale on mountain cos 
When morn unbarr'd her gate, | 

Wak'd by his beams, Maria roſe,. 

To mourn her hapleſs fate; 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 
; Which echo'd thro” the vale, 

Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

Or Zephyr's fragrant gale. 


Al night] her ſhroud before her paſt; 
The owl gcry'd, and raven too; 

At eve Maria breath'd her laſt,. . 

And prov'd theſe omens true. 

Fer ſpirits now in heaven repos'd, 
Which here ſad vigils kept: | 

. Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd,. 
Whoſe ſorrow never flept. 


Vet ere 1 bid my laſt adieu; 
'  'While in thy clay-cold bed; 
Which o'er thy gravel ſhed: 
While life remains, thy hapleſs lot, 
In mem 11 eber ſnall live; 
M May'ft thou in heav'n thoſe Rye grove: 
Which earth could never 1 1 
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Cxcv III. 


| Warkr the light cannot pierce, oe grove of 
_-.. tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming as May, 
Undiſtur'd by all ſound but the ſighs of the breezes 
Let me pals the hot,noon of the day. 


When the ſun leſs intenſe to the weftward cis, 


For the meadows the groves well forſake, 
And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. 


Where my faireſt and I, on it's verge wing 
(For tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme.) 

Our two ſhadows may view on the watry glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play in the fiream. 


May the herds ceaſe to low, and the Iambkins to 
bleat. * | 
When ſhe ſings me ſome am'rons Ain; "I 
All be filent, and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again... 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering e 
Let the moon's filver beams thi eleaves give 
us light, 
Juſt dire& us and chequer our way. 


10 che nightingale warble it's note's in our walks 


As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 
And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd in our talk, 
But of friendſhip improv'd into love. 

. Thug 
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Thus inchanted each day with theſe rural delights+ 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 


Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morn ſhall arife with new charms. | 


1 85 excix. 


4 O'zr 3 and ae rude, baren, 
[3 1 and bare, 
As Wilder'd and weary I roam, 


A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home: 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres, her m_ hag 
| .._ crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were firew'd on the floor 3: 7 


Her caſement ſweet. woodbines crept wantonly 
round, 


And deck d the ſod-ſeats at the door... 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 

While thrown from my guard, by ſome ee 

the caſt, 

Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt. 

I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 

(Ye virgins her voice was divine) 

Pue rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Vet take * x Jams 8 Im one. 


r . Her 


— 


2 0 
Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meck; 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 


I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her "Rs 


And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms: 
Now / jocund together we tend a few ſheep; 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, 

Reclin'd on her boſom I ſink into fleep, 


Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow-rifing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views; 


* 


Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 


And mark out new themes for Mp muſe: 


The damſel's of humble deſcent; 


The cottager, Peace, is well known for her 
And * have _—_ —" 


. | — 


Taz world's a wilderneſs of wiles, 
Where traps are buried under ſmiles, 


And flattering hopes around you creep, 


Then always look before you leap.” 


Or ſhould contention ever draw, 
You into controverting law, 
When hoping ſome revenge to reap, 
Then always © look before you leap.” 


To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 


fres 


Or 


8 * — — hom — TE Con 
e — < 
F ' 
: } 
* 


3 1 228 9 | 


And try to trap you in his way, 

A wolf will oft aſſume the ſheep, 
Then always look before you leap.” 

But ſhould you in your paths purſue 

A maiden fair, and kind, and true, 

With artleſs ſmiles, and native charms, 


Then —“ leap at once into her arms! 


= 


1 * CCL. 

8 

SWEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear, 
When forc'd from her to —_ 


Adopen her cheeks rain'd many a tear, 


My heart was fraught with woe, 


Our anchor weigh'd for ſea we ſtood, > 
The land we left behind; 


Her tears then ſwell'd helen flood, 


My fighs increas'd'the wind. 


We plow'd the deep, and now berween | 


Lay the ocean wide; 

Fer ſive long years I had not been 
My ſweet, my bonny bride. 

That time I ſail'd the world ds 
All for my true-love's ſake, 


But preſs'd as homeward we were WY 


I chought my boart would break. * 


* 


This 


1 
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The preſs- gang bold I ast d in vain, 
To let me once on ſhore, 


J long' d to ſee my Poll again, 


But ſaw my Poll no more. 


* 
And have they torn my love away? 


And is he gone? ſhe cry'd: 
My Poll, the ſweeteſt flower of May, 
Then languiſh'd, droop'd, and dy A. 


CCII. ”_ 
'T 'rvsT not man, for he'll deceive thee, 
Treach'ry is his ſole intent ; 


Firſt he Il court you, then he'll leave * 
Poor deluded to lament. 


L Liſten to a kind adviſer, 
Men purſue but to perplex; _ 
Would you happy be grow wiſer, 
And avoid the faithleſs ſex. 


- Form'd by nature to undo us, 
They eſcape our utmoſt heed: 
And are humble while they woo us, 
But how vain if they ſucceed! 
So the bird whene'er deluded, 
By the artful fowler's ſnare, 
Mourns out life in cage ſecluded : 
Fair one while you're young-beware, 


| Vor. ; * CIII. 
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CCI. 


As you mean to ſo Gail for the land of delight, 
And in wedlock's the ſoft hammock to [wing e eve- 
iat. 
If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould 
| rove, 
Fill your Gals with affection, your cabin with love. 
Fill your ſails, &c. 


Let your heart, like our mainmaſt, be ever * 
; right, | | 

And the union you boaſt like our tackle be . ; 
Of the ſhoals of indiff renee be ſure to keep clear, 


And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 


If huſbands e er expect to live peaceable lives, 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm 
to the wives 
For the evener we go boys, the better we fail, 
; And on ſhipboard the head is ftill rul'd by the po 


Then lift to example my boys, and be wiſe, 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe ; 
A brace of proud antlers your brows way adorn, 

And a n. to one bet you double LPS. Horn, 


Cru. 


Written 2 Mr. . 


To my Muſe give attention, and deem it not a 
myſlery. | 

If we jumble together, muſic, poetry, and hiſtory, 

The times to diſplay, in the days of Queen Beſs, Sir» 


Whoſe name and whoſe memory 1 18 max 
bleſs, Sir, 


b ee eee en eee 
Merry be the memory of good Queen Belg! 


Then we laught at the bugbears of dons and ar- 
madas, 


With their gunpowder puffs, and their ms] 
bravadoes, 
For well we knew to manage both che walt and 
the bow, Sir, 4 
And would bring down a Spaniard jo& as 000 a 
1429 nl die: 
Oh the golden days, Kc. 


Then our churchmen were zealous, 128 * : 
truly virtuous, Sir, 
And maidenheads were plenty to the honourable 
| purchaſers : 
Divorces were _ as the En * W tell, 
Sir, 
And people were content for they never once re- 
* Sir. 
Oh the golden days, xc. 3 
X 2 | Then 


— 


T* 


n 


Ihen our ſtreets were unpav'd, and our houſes 


were thatch'd, Sir, 


| Our windows were latticed, our doors were latch'd, 


Bits 
Yet ſo few were the folks that would n or 
rob, Sir, 
That the hangman was ftarving for want of a ajob, 
5 on the golden days, &c. 5 


Then our ladies, with large ruffs tied round about 


their necks faſt, 


| Wou'd gobble up « poundof beef-fieaks for ein 


breakfaſt, 


While: a cloſe quill'd-up ca cap their noddles juſt did 


fit, Sir, 


5 And they truſs'd up as tight as a rabbit for the ſpit, 


Sir. 


* OY Oh the golden days, &c. 


& rm Jerkins _ doublets, and yellow worſted 
-- hoſe, Sir, 


With a huge pair of whiſkers was the dreſs of our 


„ 


* beaux, Sir; 


Strong beeg they prefer'd too to curet or hock, 


Sir, 


And no poultry they priz d like the wing of an ox, | 


Sir. 


Oh the gelden days, &, | 


Good —— then was as plenty too as 


beef, Sir, 


And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, 


Sir 5 3 
* While 


1 
* 
o 
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While merry went the mill-olack, the ſhuttle and 
the plough, Sir, 
And honeſt men could live. by the ſweat of their 


d. Sir. ef 
Oh the golden _ sec. 


Then the folks ev'ry ſunday went twice at leaſt to 
| church, Sir, 
Nor never left the parſon or the ſermon i in the 
| lurch, Sir; 
For they jadg'd that the ſabbath was * to 
be good in, Sir, 
And they thought it ſabbath breaking, if they 
din'd without a pudding, Sir. 
on the golden days, æc. 


Then our great men were good, and our good 


men were great, Sir, 


And the props of the nation were the e cha. 
ſtate, Sir; 


For the Sov'reign * the Subject, one intereſt 
ſi e 11 

And our powerful alliance by all powers then) was 
courted. 


Oh the golden days, cc. 5 
Thus renown'd ; as they liv'd all the days of their 


| lives, Sir, 
Bright examples of glory to thoſe who urvive, Sir, 
May we, 1 deſcendants, orgs the ſame ways, 
ir, 
That OG George like Queen Beſs, _ have his 
golden days, Sir; 


13 And 


0 
n 


| 1 a 
And may a longer reigu of glory and ſucceſs 
| * his name eclipſe the fame of our * hot 
Queen Beſs. | 
Oh the golden days of good Qupen Beſs ; 
Merry be the name of good Queen Beſs. 


” TEL — * 
cv. 
Mriuen by Dr. ov at: M. D. 
Fellew of King's: Sau. Cambridge. 


TEA ZE me no more, nor think I care, 
Tho' monarchs bow at Kitty's ſnrine, 
Or powder d coxcombs, woo the fair, 
Since Kitty is no longer mine. | 


Indiffere t 'tis alike to me, 1 

If my favourite dove be ſtole, 

Whether its dainty feathers be, 
Pluck'd by the eagle or the owl. 


„ If not for me its bluſhing lips, | 
1 Ihe roſe-bud opens; what care I, 
Wo the od'rous liquid ſips, 
The king of bees or butterfly. a 


Like me, the Indian of Peru, * 
_ Rich in mines of golden ore, IE»... 
Dejected ſees the merchant's crew, PA. 
Tranſport it to a foreign ſhore, 


: 
ny f 


{7 
Seeks the ſlave deſpoil'd to know, 
Whether his gold, in ſhape of lace, 
Shine on the coat of birth- day beau 
Or wear the ſtamp of George's face? 


x OI * 1 *. 
4 6. © N 
4 — 7 g { 


CCI. e's at 
GinTty touch the warbling tyre; 
Cloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt; 

Fill her ſoul with fond defire ; . _ 

Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt - 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love Ws 
Let them all propitious prove. 
On the moſly bank ſhe lies, 

Nature's verdant velvet bed? 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 5 

Forming pillows for her head. 
Zephyrs waft their odours round. 
_ Ang indulging e ſound. 


covir.” 
The Jame Burl: que. 


SGgNrLy fur, and blow the fire. 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt; 
Dreſs it quickly I deſire; 3 "Re. | 
In the dripping put a „ 1 
That I hunger may remove; Reg 
Mutton is the meat I love. 


— 


* 
of * — 
Mx 5 N 
1 
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On the dreſſer ſee it lie: 
Oh the charming white and 4 
Finer meat ne er met my eyes; 
On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 
Let the jack go ſwiftly round; 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 
Let the knives be ſharp and clean: 


_ Pickles get, and ſallad both, 


Let them each be freſh on green: "is "FB 
With ſmall beer, good ale, and wine, 


Oh, R 


1 
% with N l Þ Fs PR * 5 5 3 - 
7 5 _ —_ - * + i - * — 99 — 
c UI. 1 


Cour, god of pleaſing FI «EP 


Teach th' enamour d ſwain to TY 


Teach him fierce defires to Enow. - 


Heroes would be loſt in ſtory, 


Did not love inſpire their glory: 
Love does all that's great below. 


e CX. 
Tune, ally mortals, fly your ere. 


Lars be jovial, all our 2 r | 3 
Madneſs tis for us to think 5 


How the world is ruPd by ales, EY 


And the wiſe are ua) d by chink. . - | | 


— 
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'Then never let vain care oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a fnare ; 
We're every one as rich as Cræſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 


Wine will make us as red as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget; 
Come let's fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


When grim death comes looking for us, 

Me are toping off our bowls, 

Bacchus, joining in the chorus, | 
Death, be gone, here's none but fouls, | 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, | 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, _ 
Ever after underſtanding, 


— 


Drinking ſouls can never die. 


CRUEL deſpair, no more torment me, 
No more my blooming hopes r ; 
Soft deluſion, to content me, 
Ariſe with fatt'ring dreams of j joy. 


No more my bleeding heart ſhall langaifh 12 8 
1 In ſighs, the voice of ſilent grief; 
| No more I'll dread the painful auguiſh-z” -. . - 
 _ Sweet hope returning brings relief. 


7 i. 


PFs | CCXT- | 
For modes of religion let zealots fall out,” 


This firmly believe, and the other thing doubt ; 


Neglect precious time in purſuit of a ſhade, 


While the ſubſtance is near and ſtill offers its aid, 2 


The beſt of all modes, I believe, for my part, 
Is my grandmother” mode - a true honeſt heart. 


What's Luther, John Calvin, or Bhemin to me ? 


About ſuch ſort of folks why ſhould friends diſagree ? 


The volume they wrote we have ſome to maintain, 
Zut ſerve to miſlead and diſorder the brain; 3 
From our old faſhion mode let me never depart, 
The beſt of all modes -a true honeſt heart. 


My neighbour I love as myſelf, I proteſt, 

If the ſame ſort of friendſhip I find in his breaſt; 
If proud of his riches, and given to rule, "1 
I've rods for the tyrant, yet pity the fool, 


For what's all his treaſures when doom'd to os, | 


But bubbles blown up, er e MN 


I'd do unto mortals of ev'ry degree N 

As I wiſh unto others their conduct ſhould be: 

But if in oppreflion 1 found they were bent, 
I can ſhew both the ſpirit and power to reſent ; 
| But n. e will preſume to act ſach a part, 


$ bleſt with that treaſure, « true honeſt heart | 


* 
F 4 
3 
Sgt ** 
44 


L rev'xence * 
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I rev'rence the Church, and the Soy” reign reſpect, 
Till he aims to ſubvert what he's bound to protect: 
His laws I'll obey, and will deal him the mite 
Requir'd at my hand, with unfeigned delight; 


Pray heav'n protect him, and fight on his part, 
For I firmly believe he's a true honeſt heart. 


Now fill up your glaſſes, , let each quit his ſeat, 

Let your brows be uncover'd; ſtand firm on the feet, 

Take your bumpers in hand, Place them right 
to the lip, 

And on pain of ſalt water let none dare to lip, - 

My ſentiment's this, then you all may depart, 

1 Gftreſe never find out the true * heart, . 


CCXI. 


Written 2 Mr. G. A. STEVBNS. 


Tune. -T be hounds are all out. 


ConTENTED I am, and contented Ill be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
'Than a. girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor'd, 1 
| My brave boys. 


My vault-door is open, deſcend, ev'ry gueſt, | 
Broach that caſk, aye, that wine we will try, 


"Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the, ſte, 
And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 


J 


6 


In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have tuck. 
Iwill light us each bottle to hand; 
And the foot of eee the purpoſe 1 

broke, 4 oats [2-806 | 
ker! hate that « bumper ſhould ftand. 2727 1 


We are dry were we fit, tho? the o0zy drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wer pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch, re N in Gothic taſte 
| fiream, © 
Like ftucco-work cut out of moſs. 


2 | Aftride, on a butt, as a butt mould be 9 
Il I fit my companions among ] 
Like grape · bleſſing * the = fellows s 
e 
And a ſentiment give or a a ſong. 


I charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, | 
No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks III drink dead. 


Sound chat pipe, tis in rune, and thoſe bins are : 
| well Pd, © 
View that heap of Old Hock i in the rear; 
Fan: bottles of Burgundy, ſee how they're  pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier oyer tier. 


1 cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, | : 
All glonouſly rang'd in review, 

When Leaſt my eyes round, I conſider my Caſks, 
As Kingdoms Pve yet to ſubdue. LL 


doh © . Like 


=. 


ftw 1l 


Like Macedon” s madman,, my drink. P11 r. 
In defiance of gravel and gout; 

Who cry'd when he had no more worlds to ſubdue 
PI weep \ when my liquor is OILS 


When the lamp is brimful, re the flame * 
ſhines, : 
But when wanting Fe decays ; 7 


Ir 3 


Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. © © 


'Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhou'd be Wed, 
No hic jacet be cut on my ſtone, 


But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, f 
W N 
x : N brave 2 


4 


nen by . . Conntnonan, 


FERVID on the glittering flood, 
Now the moon-tide radiance glows : : 
Drooping o'er it's infant bud, 


Not a dew-drop's'lefi' the roſe. | 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce 2 heat 
Shelter d, by the branching pines, 
Pendant o'er his graſſy ſeat. 
Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 
Sure to ſind a pleaſing ſhade, 
By tae ivy'd Abbey wall. 
Vor. II. 1 Kche 


— 


2 22 — 


** 
7 


6 


Echo in her airy round. 


O'er the river, rock, 10 an, ' | 


Oiunnot catch a ſingle ſound, 


Save the clack of yonder mill. 1 


| Cattle court the — 5 bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool "7 


Or with liquid filence ſtand 


Midway in the marſhy pool. 


Bst from mountain, WW IIS 


Not a flutt'ring-zephyr. ſprings; - 
- Fearful leaſt the —— beam, 
Scorch it s foft, ies allen wings. | 


Not 2 leaf bas leave to fiir, 

Nature's lull'd-ſerene and Kill! 

Quiet een the ſhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 


12 the Iandſcape round, 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 


Grateful to the —_ ground, | 


Now a adds, 
Now the warblers' throats in tune; 


Ph: is the verdant ſcene, 


Brighten'd by the beams of Noon. 


L os Bs 
We ; 


az) 


CC XIV. 
Writer by Captain Moxn1s. 


N srr down neighbours all, and I'll tell you a 
merry ſtory, | 
About a Britiſh "OATS and Jy P- tho 
xp fe Tory. 
L had it piping hot from 1 Barber, 
Who en from England, alen Poſlon 
8 * 
Bow wow wow, fal al a ay. 
Bow wow wawe 


his Bury ks f is cal d Britannia's ; prime bir ; 


: 4 


#21 


Tho! he's but. a Puppet 8 that's held gut to foal, 
h 


er! 


His name is a paſſport to get in ald fllibrs ; 8 


So he deals the cards 8 the knaves may be wine 
e 
ö e Bom wow voa, "Re. 


He was bel ra Whigs bai Nen 407 


4 £33 thrive, Sir, 11 7 | J In 26 SY 6 das 44 41 


8 Who have votes in the houſe, ident, 0 out of 


. fives Sir tn; * Robes 
Hi Gonna the people. and vod to his 3 
. dal, 


They ſhould ſeek for their bread  vithout day. 
ght or candle. es 


Bow Wow Gag, KK | 


3 ; 


12 iin P 
2 $ 2 Aal 20 351d; No W 


| 
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Now it hap'd to the country he went for ableſling, 
And from his State Dad to get a new leſſon ; 
He went to Dadd Jenky, by Trunmer Hal at- 
tended; 
In ſuch company, good lack! "how his morals 
7 man be mended L-:. 17 on  E2 
Bow wow wow, K. 


' This Harry was always a ſtaunch friend to Boſton ; 
His bowels are ſoft, for they yearn'd for -Indoſtan, 
e ee hy feather him and 


tur him, Mr cd 
With forty lacking one o, ra. tam him and 14 
ſcar him. 


Bow wow wow, 6 


With his ſkin full. of wine, and his head fan of 
ſtate tricks, ; : 
Sbam reforms, commutations, and the reſt of his 
late tricks, * | 
He came back with Harry, | two Lirds of a Path * 1 
And both Were as pipers, wy” l their | 
: Bow wow wow, &c. 
Now fs it fell out that this pair were benighted, 
And drove out of the road; ſo che Rateſmen a- 
10 140 - lighted 5 woot Mt 0512909 ode on - 
And to get in again away ſcrambl'a they, Bs 
To ind the back road unto the King's hi n L 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


7 Joſt ü in % dark were the 7 lights of the a- 
tion; r wo 


Bux dumb at laſt on ak dal habitation ; 


To 


1 


x I 
Pets * — 


2 oY 
V N P Rn a ee  oo__—_ OW T—_—_ T7 —_— __ —__—Oe—_7 
> l : 1 * > 


„an 


o which: they marehꝰd up, while the fowla, in 
confuſion, | 

Thought their lives were aid at by the bold i in- 
_ truſion ?. | _ 

i Le Te, Bow wow wow, Ec. . 


— bark'd, ducks quack; and bote Rily 
bated; | 

'The wife ſhe cried. out, We be all a * 

Then ftraitway | ſhe ſnateh'd up. a: veſſel with 


liquid in, . 


Taru on the head: of this darkling: Philiſtine. 
| Bow wow wow, &C. * 


The buſtand' avak'd, by her rage and her 
ſer 


And ſhrewdly ſappoſing that his wife might be 
dreaming ; 
To make matters ſhort, ſwarch'd his gun | in a 


\ N28 8.2 "27 : 
And cried, « Sons of Alia! I've 9 what wil ; 
LANDS 1 cure 1 | | 

Bow v wow wow, Kc. 


$6.4 » - 5 


Then Billy * to 1 an ele 


As oſt time he had done to bamboozle the nation; z 
But Tongs eried, Begone, or ll cc thy 


ydung cromn-for'ts 7 
200 Thou belong ſt to a rare your of baer ru 
| en E 20 LP l 12 


— 


Fg No 


8 * % 
(' 246" )/ 


ec: „Non Hodge,” quoth the wifeg © dont you mini 
To his loud bant'ring, 94-468 


« For certain he has under his coat a dark lant- 


horn. - 


« Shut the gates of the court, if he once gets: 
T2 © be within it, 7 c be ELIE £2 36 + 


10 n whip up the back-ſtairs, ru be hound, in 


a Ar 8 
Bow wow wow, 1 8 


Then the wi the went on * San pos go foro 


ſay now, 


„Any good upon earth made thee take this bye- 
Way now? © 


* Thou cam'ſt to get! "oy in 1 the houſe; that's the 


plan on't ; as 


12 N fo let in thy gang, er t make what they | 


can on't.” © 
i 3 e 4 Bow wow wow, Ec. 5 
* Dort you 3 ho the brazen-ac'd rogue 
a 8 now pretends, man? 2 
« He A up in he . but or victwous 8 
man! 
«« He ſays he's atop] friend but . no ſach ing, 
| man; . 1 4 


- The impudent ang would fa fo to the Kings 


-— 


f Then Billy 1 * 0 in a od 


by man. =; © ie: Ni t 

. 
And knowing his deeds would not land woman's 
ES jar; | 


* 7 
8 E: & 


78 elt 


- 


— * 
2 — 


| | Felt the fpirit of Jenky a dangerous potions ' \ 

And roar'd out to | ny to Marg for the mo- 

: $46 ot tion. er 171 n . 
f Howe wow wow, bee... 


Then Harry ieyt op! bur Hodge TY 
MRO eee 
lis part was to ſteal, while the other was poſing, 
Let fly at poor A and ſhot thro? his Tac'd 
coat: oh, 
Oh! what a pity 'twas «in Gao dt ts waiſt- 
Oe FF 


£4335 


+ > 


I Solid x men He Boſton 1 no {A orations, 
| Solid men of Boſton baniſh ſtrong potations; 
| Solid men of Boſton go to bed at ſun-down, 5 
And never loſe your way like Sr eur of 
| | Longon- 13 44-4 
Bow wow wo; de. 
nnn edo e 


4 110 1 42 * ! Bo AL e 


8 EX 


Twas I learnt a pretty as in France, 
And brought! it o' er the ſeas by chance, 
And when in Wapping I did dance, me 
| O the like was never ſeenn 
| | For I made the muſic loud for to play, bas | 
| All for to paſs the dull hours away, 
oh And when I had nothing left toſay, © 

| Then I ſung Fal de ral tit, tit fal de ral. 4h 
1] "ROPE ſung, &c. N 


1 e 


wy, 


4 


4 


As te Os. e 
A ſhip-mate'of mine I chanc'd to met. 
And I was reſolved him to mos + 
With a eann of grog, £ 
4 A cann of grog they 8 us s krat, 1 * 
A bor to pleafure my ſhip mate, 
trait 


üben gi en 


5 * * 4 \ 
ad YL 3 5 75 v as y NEE 1 3 . 4 
6. & _ $8. OY 3 A. 2 Ss N 5 1 7 ? 
p bs 3 r - 4 
Tf „e. e = vhs 
3 . 8 4 bs 8 % 11 4 


1 eee in, 


© All dreff& neat,” and looks fotrtim 5 . 


And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb.—. 
Some were ſhort,” and ſome were tall, 
But tis very well known I bang'd them all, 


Fof I dous'd their: heads againſt. the wall. CES 
ThenT ſung, Ac. l | 


. . i ET AS 
i 2 * 343% 
. The landlord then aloud did. 65. | Ke. 6 4þ"* 


As how he wiſh'd I'd go a e. 


And. if I tempted for 16 ſtay, 


— 


A* 


75 x 


ES 


As how he'd take the law. | | | 

Lord d—ne, ſays I, you may do your work 

For I've not ſcarcely ſquench'd my thirſt, 

All this, I faid, and Oy wn. | 
Then 1 ung, Ac. FS 


Andwhen I've erofv'd the raging main, 


rog I'll drips gz 0 | rer A: 
wa a pr probe girl to ſit by my. ade, 7.4 


And for her conſtantly I'll provide, I 
So that ſhe {hall be ſatisfy'd. work "TY 
Then PI ing, c. enn TadT 

| cCxvl. 


( 299 ) 
: | CC XVI. 
TEE buſy crew their ſails aobendi 
The ſhip in harbour ſafe arrivd, 


Jack Oakham all his perils ending, þ ie 
Had made the ſpot where Kitty vd. 


His rigging no one dare attack it;, 
Tight fore and aft, above, pin "AM 


Long quarter'd ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue Jacket, 
With trowſers like the driven ſnow, 


His honeſt heart with. pleaſure glowing, _ 
He flew like lightning to the fide, RO 

Scarce had they been a boat's "A WO" 
Before his Kitty he eſpy d. Ss 


A flowing pennant gaily guter d- 6:29 A 
From her neat made hat of ſtraw, 

Red was her cheek when firſt ſhe utter d. 
It was her ſailor that ſhe faw. 


And now the gazing crew forround ber, 
While ſecure from all alarms, 8 þ 


Swift as a ball from a nine 52446 F 
0; dart into each other's a ent. : 


"— 


* 


. cCxvl. | ] 
ines "by J. en 


8 


O'ER the heath the heifer tray 
Free 5—(thefurrow'd taſk ry 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſn'd by the ſetting ſun. 


3 . * 
5 S * = 
KPA Now 


30 
Now he ſets bebind the hill, 
Sinking from a „ ; 
Can the pencil's mimic fall, 
Capy the refulgent dye? 1 
Tradging as the plowmen go, . 
(To thę ſmoking hamlet bound) 


Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
n'do'er the level 1 


e riſing foreſt ſpreads $74 
er for the lordly dome; OT 
(er * ary A 


| As the Wark with Tied tung 

Carols to the evening N 

Maark the mild refplendent . 25 
Breaking through — 


. 


No tie hermit owlet.yee 
3 Nene” S 
ml And the blue miſt fowly "i 


1 in peckled pa r 725 "= 58 

. To the banks a lied 8 TEST *. 
Verges in ſueceſive rings. . 

| Tripping through the fken d. | 
" Oferths —— 5 

ple od lee. 


n 


4 


* ” 24 5 6 7 1 
* * 55 0 * rns 
Ai YU ELITOR nab aun 


q = - ** 9 : . * 8 
* „„ * 7 1 F innets 
v* * 0 ? 5 ; . "a 


aaa Ur Webb - 
And the Cuckos bird with two, 

Puning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the „ "DHA 


of whay as feel, © 


When waves do mount and winds do Vow ! 
But we have hearts of ſteel: ' 
No dangers can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall floutt 
Well make themonficurs: a 1201 
80 bo dhe Cann about. 2 15 n A 


Stick clog ts orden. meſſmates; 
We ll plunder, burn, and fink, 

Then France have at your — 0 
For Britons never ſhrink : :- 

We'll rummage all we fancy, 2 8 
Well bring them in by — 

And Moll, and Kate, and Wang, 1444 - 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


Wulle here at Deal we're lying,” * 
Wich our noble commodore, 
3 prin. hrs 


— 


72 (dv 


. 
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K 


14 1 In peace we'll drink and fing, re, Y * 
4 ; In war we'll never fl, 


os 


21 * Here's a health ting: boys. 


2 R 
n 
ee 


And the royal family... WT 


DEA Chloe oonie give ws ſoot kills, 
3 For ſweeter no girl ever gave, 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many — 
'A am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, . 
| Then prithee, dear Chloe, — ©" 
. For ſigce I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers 1 Il ne er be confin'd; © 


| N Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
. Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 
= Count the flocks that on Tempe are 8 
Z M Or the grain that rich Sicily yields 
Count how many eee 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo. many kiſſes you Meg. 
t I fill hall he aſking for more. 


To a heart falk of love let me hold thee,” | 
A heart which, dear Chloe, _ 
In my arms I'd for ever enſold thee, 


7 "Aa od hy ck Mare 


„„ 7 


What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent: - 
But the wretch who can number his kiſles, 

Wil i with few | be Saen. N 


* 


4 * = 8 —— 4 on tus 


| CEXIX. 


met Joves ; delighted boys { 
Gen'rous god of wine and joys. | 
Still exhilirates the ſoul _ 

With the raptures of the bowl.” 


Then with feather'd feet I bound, 

- Dancing in a feſtive round; 
Then I fetl in ſparkling wine, 
Tranſports delicate, divine. 


Then the ſprightly muſic warms, '* 
Song delights, and beauty — 

Debonair, and light and gay, * 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


1 . 
Mr ** with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 
And barter all joy for a goblet of winez* 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer Fll run. 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's ton. 


&@ 254 ) 
Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair 
Tis a folly, with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 'Þ 


- For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, - 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs. 


is woman whoſe charms ev ry rapture impart, 


And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 


The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At che ſound of ber voice, Sorrow lifts up ber 
head, 


And Poverty likens well pleas'd from her med; 
* While age, in an extacy, hobbling along, 


Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ike: 5 
Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard 5 


The largeſt and deepeſt, that ſtands on the board; 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 
is the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare 


96 
— 
a 


S 
| As I ſat on a bank by the fide of a 1 
I thought my dear Jemmy had left me for ever, 


But while I fat penſively ſighing and mourning, 
Ah! N ere en TO ns 


: \ 4 wm | 1 ſtrait 


( 255 ) 
7 ſtrait ran to meet him, I threw my arms round 


him, 
Still charming, ſtill 8 gil 3 I found 
| him, | 
With ardor he preſt me, ah! who could oppoſe 
him, 


While thus I reveal'd the warm wiſh of «74th ond To ; 5 


ſom. 


O ſtay, my dear Jemmy; thy Follies give over, 
No more leave theſe plains be no longer a rover, 
No more ſeek for glory where cannons loud rattles 
Nor leave my fond arms for the ſound of a battle; 
For peace in a cottage and paſtoral pleaſure, 8 
Where love trips with joy in dome frolickſome 
meaſure, 
Believe me, my Jemmy, are far more enticing, by 
Than war's empty PIP. which you've always 


been prizay g. 


My Jemmy ſmil'd frouty, 13 hs linnets and 
, . * | 
Who. "chanted their ſongs . the jeſſamine | 

buſhes, 
The groves and the plains were fo gay and i invi- 
ting, | 

They made him forget his ambition for fighting. . 
He ſaid he ſhould love me, and neverwould Wave 

„ "ds | 
HFle gave me his word e ne'er nad 3 me, 


He ſwore he'd no more ſhew his foes his reſent- 
; ment, 


ny live with his Polly in a contentment. 
22 CCXXII. 


CCXXH. 


IN the fields, in froſt and ſnows, 
Watching late and early, 8 

There I kept my Father's cows, 
There I milk'd em early; 2x78 
Boolng here, booing there, | 

re a boo, there a boo, every where . 

_ defy all care and ftrife, 

3 In a charming country life, | 


Then at home amongſt the fowl 

Watching late and early, 5 
There I tend my Father's Oils, F 
There I feed them early; 5 
Wbooing here, whooing there, | 
Heeres whoggthere a whoo, every where a a whos. 


We defy all care,  &c. . 


When the Summer Fleeces w. 5 
Watching late and early, 
Then I ſheer'd my Father's Sheep, | 
"Then 1 keep them early ; | "+ 
= here; baeing there, 
"oo a bae, there a bae, every where a bas. 


* & c. 10 
. 


In 


<(-287 ). 


In the morning, ere twas light, 
In the morning early; 
There I met with my delight, 
Once he lov'd me dearly: | 
Wooing here, wooing there, | 
- "Here a woo, there a woo, every where a woo. 


O! how free from care, & c. 1 


_ *Ere the light came from above, 
In the morning early, 
There I met with my true love, 
There I met him early, 
Wooing here, wooing there, 
Here a woo, there a woo, every where a woo. 


O! how free from care, &C. „ 


In the morn at fix o'clock, 
In the morning early, 

There I fed our Turkey Cock, 
'There I fed him early; 

Con, cou, gable, goble, goble, 

Here a cou, there a cou, every where a cou. 
O! how free from care, &c.. 


In the morning near the Fens, I 
In the morning early, whe 

There I fed my Father's Hens, | 33 
There 1 fed them early; 5 

Cackle here, cackle Were... 

Here a cack, there a cack, every 3 Tack. 


01 how free from care, & c. 


las, | In 


% 


In che morning with good ſpeed,. 

_ In the morning early, 

I my Father's ducks do feed, 
In the morning early, 

Quacking here, quacking there, | 

Here a quack, there, a quack, every where a 
quack. 5 | 

Ol how free from care, cc | 


II. the morning fair and fine, 
In the morning early, 
There I feed my Father's Swine, 
There I feed them early; - 
Grunting here, grunting there, 
Here a grunt, there a grunt, every where a 
| grunt. 
Ol how free from care and ſtrife, 


% 


e RxIII. 


| | Writes by ; rettende 
0 IN the bara the tenänt cock. 
L Cloſeto partlet pereh'd on . 
Briſkly crows the ſhepherd's $ elock,) 
Jocund that the morningꝰs nigh.” 
Swiftly from the mountains brow, 
Shadows nurs*d'by night retire: 
And the peepiny ſun beams, now, 
Paints with gold the village fpire.. 
2 | | | 7 P] il | 


. 


Foo, 
9 


( 
Philomel forſakes che horn, 
Plaintive where ſhe prates at night: 
And the Lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight. 


Prom the low-roof'd cottage ridge, 
See the chatt' ring Swallow ſpring 5 - 
Darting thro? the one-arch'd bridge, + 


Quick ſhe dips her dappled Ps: 


Now the pine- treeꝰs waving top 
- _ » Gently greets the morning gale + 
Kidlings 1 begin to crop 
Daiſies, on the dewy dale. A 


From the balmy ſweets, utieloy'd, 
._ (Refileſs'till her talk be done). 
Now the buſy Bee's employ d., 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 


Trickling thro? the crevic'd rock, 


Where the limped ſtream diſtills, 
2 Sweet refreſhment waits the 3 


When? tis ſun-drove from the kth, 


Colin's for the promis'd corn” 
(*Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) | 

| Anxious: =--whilſt the huntſmen's OY | 
Bolding ſounding, drowns his pipe. 


Sweet---O ſweet, the warbling throng, 


On che white embloſida' ſpray 
Nature's univerſal. me, e 


> 3 z < * 
2 4 


CCxxIv. 


Written by Captain Mon RIS. 


Ir life's Aa rough j journey, as is tell, 

— Engliſhmen fure make the beſt on't ; 

On this ſpot of the earth they bade liberty dwell, 
Whilft ſlavery holds all the reſt on't. 

They thought, the beſt ſolace for labour and care 
Was a ſtate independent and free, Sir: 
| And this wn tho? a curſe that no tyrant can 
„ che blefüng of you and of 1 me, Sir. 

Then while thro? this whirl about journey we reel, 
we'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 

Billy's too young to drive us. 


The car of Britannia, all muſt allow, 
Is ready to erack with its load, Sir; 
And, wanting the hand of experience, will now 
Moſt ſurely break down on the road, Sir! 
Then muſt we, poor paſſengers, quietly wait 
To be cruſt'd by this miſchievous ſpark, Sir, 
Who drives a damn'd job in the carriage of ſtate, 
And got up like a thief in the dark, Sir? 
Then while thro' fi "Es | 


"© They yn that his patent 5 18 ph oy pure, 

And his principles Virtue's own type, Sir, 

I believe from my ſoul, he's a ſon of a w—--, 
an. his | tones rotten than npe, Sir. 


For 


(261) ) 


For all that he boaſts of, what is 10 much, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir: 


H' has the vices of age for the follies of youth, 
And a damn'd deal of cunning Wanne, Sir. 


while thro”, KC. 


The \quire, whoſe reaſon ne'er reaches abe 
Are all with this prodigy ſtruck, Sir: 
And cry, © Tis a crime not to vote for a man, 
« Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck; Sir !”? * 
But pray, let me aſk, had his virtue pfevail'd, - 
7 hat ſoul would to heaven come near, Sir? 
Not one; for the whole generation had fail'd; 


And God's creatures had never 1 here, 


Then while thro?, be. 


| Its true he has a pretty godd gift of the gab, 

And was taught by his dad on a ftool, Sir; 
But tho? at a ſpeech he's a bit of a dab, 2 
| In the tate he's a bit of a tool, Sr. 
For Billy's pure love for his eouritry was ſuch, ' 

He agreed to become the cat's paw; Sir! 
And ſits at the helm, while tis turn d by the touch 
nnn 

awd. Then while chre Ge. 


'Tho? reaſon e a N. -h bad a From 
The world of this junction complain, Sir: : 
But what's that to his; who join d, with a 


To the cabinet pimp of this Ee 


5 


* 
" 
* — 
” 
* * 


= (i964) ) 
Whoſold to a high- flying Jacobite gang 
The credit of Chatham's great name, Sir !- 
| That ; pleas'd we might hear the young — ha- 
trangue, 
While Eben plays the old Same, Sir! 
T hen while thro', &c. 


They ſay, his fine parts are a mighty good prop 

Io puſhup Britannia's affairs, Sir! 

Zut we all of us know tho? he ſtands at the top, 
Her bottom will will die in- deſpair, Sir. a 

Then with freeman, who on a fair bottom would 


tread, | 
Here 8 4 toaſt that I'm b muſt prevail, Sir; 
Bri „and may he ne'er ſtand at her head, 


w. never can ſtand at her tail, Sir! 
48 Then while thro', & c. 


1 — 
1 — 
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| COXXV. . 


Sa hs defpair; * 
Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
CCauſe another's roſy are? 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 
Or the flow'ry meads in May; 
Yet, if ſhe. think not well of me. 
What care 1 how fair ſhe be? 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her love; 


Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? * 


Caf. 
Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt ; 


Yet, if ſhe be not ſo tome, 
What care I how good ſhe be # 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair ; : | 
If ſhe love me, this believe 
I will die 'ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 
If ſhe ſlight me when I woo, 
I'will ſcorn, and let her go: 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, | 
What care I for whom ſhe be 7 


A : 


count, 
Tune, John Anderfon my 4 1 


TIS not your beauty, nor your wit, 

That can my heart obtain; * 

For they cou'd never conquer yet, 
Either my breaſt or brain: 

For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 

Henceforth Pl ſcorn your ſlave to bes” 

Nor dote upon you more. 

Think not my fancy to o'ercome. 

By proving thus unkind; 

No ſmoothed flight, nor ſmiling frown, _ 

Can fatisfy my mind: 


Pray let Platonics play ſuch pranks, 
Such follies I deride ; | 


855 


For love, at leaſt, 1 will have 1 N 


And fomething elle beſide, 


Then 


( 2640 


Then open hearted be with me, 

As I ſhall be. with you, | 

And let our actions be as free 

As virtue will allow; c | 

If you'll prove loving, I'll prove kind, 
If true, I'll conftant be: 

If fortune chance to change your mind, 
I'll turn as ſoon as ye. : 


Since our affections, well ye iow, 
In equal terms do ftand, 
Tis in your pow'r to love or no, 
Mine's likewife in my hand. 
Diſpenſe with your r. 
Unconſtancy abhor, 
Or, by great Cupid's deity, 
II never love you more. 


CCRXVII. 
OFT Pm by the women told, 
Poor Anacreon, thou grow'ſt old. 
Whether I grow old, or no, . 
By th' effects I do not know; 
But this I know, Son bene 1a, 
"Tis mine to live if I grow old: 
"Tis time ſhort pleaſures now to take, 
Of little life the moſt to make, 
And — eh the laſt ſake. 


oexxyin, | 
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CCXXVIII. 
Mritten by Captain THOMPSON» | 


HERE a ſet of good fellows meet oft to 3 
And ſettle the ſtomach as well as the ſtate; 1 
For withoht a full belly, pray what 1s the pate ? 
Oh, the beef-ſteaks of Old England. 
Oh, the Old Engliſh beef-ſteaks.. 


I ne'er knew an Engliſhman ever could write, 

Or, if empty, feel bold with a F renchman to fight; 

John Bull can't be brave till he once gets a bite 
Of the beet- ſteaks of Old En gland. 


Queen Beſs, our great miſtreſs, aneh us was bred, 
Sir Loin was the Knight, whom the Abd on wy 
head, i 
And her fair maids of honour on beef always fed. 
| Oh, the.beef-ſteaks of Old England. 


At our club we will have no political jar, 


We'll here be at peace, tho' the world be at war; 
Our broils are alone at the gridiron bar. 
With the beef-ſteaks of Old England. 


Ye poets. pray carol no more of the nine, 

The girls of the garden are far more divine, 

For this is the ſpot for wit, women; and wine, 
And the Rd TR of Old England. 


{ 466, ) 


A bumper, cries Bacchus, a bumper put round, 
To the head that is good, and * heart that is 
5 ſound. 


And may mirth and good fellowſhip ever abound, 


With the beef-fteaks of Old England, 
With the Old Engliſh PT TG. 


P s ” g . * 


cc Rx. 
Written 2 Mr. Diss. 


| BE it known to all thoſe whoſoe' erit ecards, 


That we fingers of ballads were always call'd bards; 
And from Ida to Grub-ftreet the muſes-who follow 
Are each mother's ſon the true ſpawn of Apollo: 
Thus recording great men, or a flea, or a ſtar, 


Or the ſpheres, or a jew's-harp, we're all on a par; 


Nor i in this do I tell you a word of a lie, 


5 For Homer ſung ballads and ſo do I. 


Don't you know what the ancients were ?--- great 
things they talk'd. 


| How they rode upon Pegaſus---that 8 to ay, | 


walk d; 


That near kindred gods they drove Phebus's cha- 


riot, 


The Engliſh of which U liv d in a garret: 


And thus they went forward, Diogenes quaff d, 


Heraclitus cried, and Democritus laugh'd, 


Menander made multitudes both laugh and cry, 
Hut Homer ſung ballads and ſo do I. 


E 


ce 

Thus did they ſtrange whimſical notions purſue, 
Some argued on one leg, and ſome upon two; 

To which laſt my pretenſions are not hypothetic, 
For *tis certainly clear I'm a parapatetic : | 
Lycurgus and Solon *bout laws made a pother, 
Which wentin at one' ear, and then out at Yother, 
Old ſongs ſuch as mine are will nobody buy ? 
Come, Homer ſung ballads and ſo do . 


Hiſtoric was Pliny, and Plato divine, 

Ovid wrote about love, and Anacreon wine, | 

Great Cicero argued to every man's palate, 

And when he was out- twas a hole in the ballads 

'Thus to great men of 9115 WING have made ſuch 2. 
W, nt 

My claim to call couſin Pye fairly e out, 

And if any hereafter my right ſhould deny, 

Tell em E ballads, non e 8 


— —————— 
— 


——— 


| ccxxx. 59 
| W ritten &y Mr. Drove. 3 ; 


SM ILING grog is the failor's beſt hope, his ſheet 
anchor, 
| His compaſs, his cable, his log, 
That gives him a heart which life's cares- cannot 
: canker, 
Though dangers around him 
Unite to confound him, 
He braves. them and tips off * grog. 
*Tis grog, only grog, ö 
Is his. rudder, his compaſs, his dls his log, 
II ſailor's ſheet anchor i is grog. 


442 What 


ca) 


What though he to a friend, in truſt, 
His prize money-convey, EIS 
Who to his bond of faith unjuſt, 
| Cheats him, and runs away; 
What's to be done!? he vents a curſe 
_ _-Gaianſt all falſe hearts aſhore, 
Of the remainder clears his purſe, 
And then to ſea for more. _ 7 
There fmiling grog, &. + 


What though his girl; who often oY 
To know no other charms, ö 
He finds, when he returns _—_—; 
Claſp'd in a rival's arms : 
What's to be done ? he vents a curſe, 
Andi ſecks a kinder ſhe, 8 
Dances, gets groggy, clear his purſes 
And goes again to ſea. / 
To croſſes born, ſtill truſting there, 
'The waves leſs faithleſs than the fair ; 
There into toils to ruſh again, 
And ſtormy perils brave---what then 
Smiling grog, & c. + 


* 
* „ * * A 
ES a g — 


No i 3 no 3 1 want, 7 
Ambition is nothing to me; | < 
The one thing I beg of kind 3 co grants F 
bs hea * and free. e 


By 
108 


( 2609 Y 
By paſſion unrufM*d, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare ; 


The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly and care. 


Thoſe bleſſings which providence Kn lent, 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize 

Whilſt ſweet meditation and chearful content 
Will make me both happy and wiſe. 


How vainly thro? infinite trouble and ſtriſe 
The many their labours employ ? 

When all that is truly delightful in life | 

Is what all, if they will, may enjoy :-. 


COXXXI.. 


Lovws: a gentle, gen' rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights; 

Which, with mutual inclinations, 
Two fond hearts in-one / unites... , 


. What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with. true content? 

That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent.. 


Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation,. ' ,, 
But a. chaſte and conſtant love 1 5 

Is a glorious emulation 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 285 255 4 nd 
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5 You Lubin was a ſhepherd boys. 
Foair Roſalie a ruſtic maid; 
They met, chey lov d: each other joy | 
Together o'er the hills they ſtray d. | 


Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, 

Nor wou'd their happineſs delay; 

To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhou'd prove, 
To- morrow be their wedding day. 


When as at eve, beſide the wk, 
Where ftray'd their flocks, they ſat and ſmil'd, 
One luckleſs lamb the current took, | 9 
| Tas Rofalic? s---ſhe-ftarted wild. 


Run, Lubin, run, my fav*rite ſave, 
TD.oo fatally the youth obey*d: 
He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
T0 give the little wanderer aid. 


But ſcarce he guides him to the „ —˙—ͤ 
When faint and ſunk, young Lubin dies; 
Ah, Roſalie! for ever more, 
In this cold grave thy lover lies. 


On that lone bank- oh! ſtill be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid ; 

And with fad leaves of cypreſs green, 
= For ever = Woe thy Lubin's ſhade. 


CCXXXIV. 


ccxxxlv. 


| ON the lone bank where Lubin died, | 
Fair Roſalie a wretched maid, - Y 
Sat weeping o'er the cruel tides _ 

Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade ; . 
Oh! may ſome blithſome gentle wave, 

Waft him to this mournful ſnorem 
| Theſe tender hands ſhou'd make his graves | 
And deck his corps with flowers o'er... 


I'd ever watch his mould'ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt; 

When time his form has worn away, 
His duſt I'd place within my breaſt: 

While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lubin loſt, 
And echo to her grief replied ;. 

Lo at her feet his corpſe was toſs'd, 1 
She ſhriek' d! ſhe e . kigh'd and 
| + 50 | 
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CC xxx. 6 Pat 
Written by General Buzcorns. 


TE geepleſs bird, from eve to morn, . 
Renews her plaintive ſtrain; 
Preſſes her boſom to the thorn, 


And courts th' inſpiring pain. 


But, ahl how vain the {kill of ſong, 
To wake the vocal air; N 
With paſſion trembling on the tongue, 
And in the heart deſpair, 55 
CCXXXVI. 
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CCXXXVI. 


In vain dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
That IL, inconſtant, have poſſeſt, | 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe : - oa 
Wou' d you with eaſe at once be cur,d;, 
Olf all the ills you've long endur'd, 
ad Sul Too glaſs and me. 


If has you think, that I can find 
A nymph more fair, or one more kind. 

You've. reaſon for your fears; 115 | 
But if impartial you will prove | 
To your own beauty and my love, 

How needleſs are your tears. 


If in my way I ſhould, by chance, 
Sive, or receive a wanton glance, 
| 7 I like but while I view; . 
Hloy flight the glance, how faint the kiſs. a 
Compar d to that ſubſtantial bliſs, h 
Which I receive from you! 


With wanton flight the curious Bee 
From flow'r to flow'r ſtill wanders free, 
And where each bloſſom blows, , 
Extracts the juice from all he meets; 
But for his quinteſſence of ſweets, 
He raviſhes the roſe. - - 


36 
So I, my fancy to employ. 
In each variety of joy, 

From nymph to nymph do roam; 
Perhaps ſee fifty in a day: . 
They're all but viſits which I pay, ' 
For Chloe's ſtill my home. 8 


cœxũxxx vl. 
Written by Mrs. Baznavn. 2 2 


AS near a weeping ſpring reclin'd, 
The beauteous Araminta pin'd; 

And mourn'd a falſe ungrateful youth ; 
While dying echoes caught the ſound - 
And ſpread the ſoft complaints around. 

Of broken vows and alter'd truth. 


An aged ſhepherd heard her moan, - 

And thus in pity's kindeſt tone 
Addreſs'd the loſt deſpairing maid : 

te Ceaſe, ceaſe, unhappy fair, to grieve, 

4 For ſounds tho? ſweet, can ne'er relieve 
A breaking heart by love betray'd.” 


« Why ſhou'dſt thou waiſt ſuch precious ſhow*rs, 
6 That fall like dew on wither'd flow'rs, 
« But dying paſſion n e' er reſtor d: 
« In Beauty's empire is no mean, 
« And woman, either ſlave or queen, 
« Oh corn d when unt ader d. | 


* 15 4 'Thoſeg 
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* Thoſe liquid pearls from either eye, 

* Which might an Eaſtern empire buy. 
VUnvalued here and fruitleſs fall; 
No art the ſeaſon: can renew, | 

When love was young and Damon true, * - 


« Na tears a wand'ring heart recal.” 


oc Ceaſe, ceaſe, to grieve, thy tears are vain, 
* Shou'd thoſe fair orbs in drops of rain 
| „ with a weeping Southern ſky : 
3 For hearts o ercome with love and grief 
| ' All nature yields but one relief ;. | 
Die, hon Araminta, die oy” 19 


COXXXVIL. . 


| LoveLy charmer, deareſt creatu re. 
1 Kapd invader 8 
1 Grac d with ev'ry gift of natures - © 
; Grac'd with ev'ry help of art. 


Oh! could I but make thee love me, 
As thy charms my heart have mov*d, 
None cou d e' er be bleſt above me; 
None cou'd e er be more belov'd. 


e 


*. c XXCIx. 


Sa you the nymph whom I adore,. 
Saw you the goddeſs of my heart: 
Kal ean you bid. me love no more, 


; — | 


"I 75 ). 


Zo many charms around her ſhine, 
Who can the dear temptation fly ? - 
Spite of her ſcorn ſhe's ſo divine, 
That I muſt love her, tho? I die. 
| | 
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SINCE ev'ry charm on earth combine; 
In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 

Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty? - 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, | 
My heart was lively, blithe and gay. 


Cou'd ſport with ev Eee but . 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


Think wen, dest Chloe, e' er too late, 
That death mut be my hapleſs fate, 

If love and you do not agree, 

'To ſet me at my liberty. - 


Now to the darkſome wood I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 

And envy ev'ry clown I fee 
Enjoy the ſweets of Uberty. . 


We'll follow Hymen's happy train, | 
And ev*ry idle care diſdain; 
We'll hve in ſweet tranquility, © 
Nor wiſh for greater liberty. 
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SAYSPlato, why fhou'd man be vain, 
Since bounteous heav'n hath made him great? 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate 4 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, | 
Or all the gems that deck the fair, 
Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health or eaſe the brow of care. 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, | 


'The humble, and the haughty die * 


The rich, the poor; the baſe, the brave, | 


In duſt, without diſtinction lie : 
Go, ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 


Wo once the greateſt titles wore, 


Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor chro- the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along the gilded. train; 


When ſhot- - tis gone---its beauty dies--- 


Diſſolves to common air again. 


So 'tis withius | my Jovial ſouls, 


Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay; 
Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls, 
When . we muſt obey 
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Written by Mr. Drsprn, 


| ACE Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman, 4s 

None like him could hand, reef, and fteer, 
No dangerous toil but he'd encounter, : 

With kill, and in contempt of fear: 
In fight a lion, the battle ended, 
Mleek as the bleeting lamb he'd prove; 


Jack had manners, courage, merit--- 
Yet did he ſigh, and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the fowing liquor, 

For none of theſe had Jack regard : 

He, while his meſſmates were carouſing, | 
High fitting on the pendant yard, 

Would think: upon his fair-one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove, - 

That truly he'd adore them living, ; 
And, dying, ſigh---to end his love. 


'The ſame expreſs the crew commanded 


ce more to view their native land,. 


Among the reſt, brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Would it had been his love's fair hand! 


Oh fate !---her death defag'd the letter, | 
Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 

With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted, _ 

He heav'd a figh---and dy'd for love. 4 


4 


vol. Ill. 3b eck, 


8 
e 
# 


„ 3 
| CCXLIII. ; 
. Loup toll d the Kern beliman at night, 
When Mary dejected and ſad, | 


Jo the turf had directed her flight, 
| Wherein her cold lover lay clad, . 


Hao long my lov'd Sandy ſhe cry'd, 
Muſt my heart in ſad anguiſh .c 6 AY 
How long till in death we're ally d, 
And fate cannot part us again. 


Hark! hark l *tis a voice from the tomb, 
Come Mary, it cries, come away, 
To partake of thy lover's ſad doom, 
And reſt thee beſide his cold clay. 


I hgar the kind call and I come, 
Ye friends and companions adien. 


I haſte * eee e ee panty  * 
To die in lis boſom ſo true. 


* I hear the kind call and obey, 5 
Ah! Sandy receive me un 
Then breathing a ſigh o'er his clay, 
She hung on his tombſtone and dy d. 


3 
WHEN firſt 1 fow the graceful move 
Ah me! what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
| * 3 jay, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
"ak If love thou art, then farewell reſt! 


; ie 


Us FO: . to * thee, 1 
Tho' hopeleſs of a warm return, 

Vet, kill me not with cold deſpair 3 
But let me live, and let me burn. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create: 


And tho' you cannot love again, . 
In A ny forbear to hate. tf 


cxLV. 


Cant a look creates thought, | 
Which time gan ne'er remove? 


Yes, fooliſh heart, again thou' rt caught, 


Again thou bleed'ſt for love. 


She ſees the conqueſt of her eyes, 
Nor heals the wounds ſhe gave; 
She ſmiles when e'er his bluſhes riſe 3 
And, fighing, ſhuns her flave. * 


- Then ſwain, be hold, and ſtill adore hen 


Still her flying charms purſue; 
Love and friendſhip both implore her, 


Pleading night and day for you. 
* 
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5 ccxl. yl. N 
From the French. By Mr. Ga 34 


How imperfect is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart, 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
. yot ſeek to hide the heart! 


1 


. 


* 


I * 
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A When our boſoms all comphing, | 12 


* With delicious tumults Well, 
And beat, what broken, alk ang, br. 
8 guage would, but cannot . 


| Deep confuſions, roſy terror, 

| Quite expreſſive point my cheek, 

=: Logs no more,—behold your error, X 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. . 


What though ſilent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air, 
Mark my eyes---and as they anguiſh, 
Read what your”: 8 had written there. 


£ Oh ! ! that you could once deceive me, 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong feelings view! 
Love has nought more fond, 1 me; 5- 


 Friendny nothing half ſo true. 


From Jo. I am wild, deſpatzing ;/ 1 
3 With you, ſpeechleſs as I wand 1 
* Thisis all chat bears declaring.— + 17 1 

And perhaps declares too much. by 
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1 | ; 5 The fine h Vorrents. * 


5 HATE N, would you know the paſſion | 
; ® You have rais'd within my breaſt * 
Trifling is the inclination _ _. 
That by words can be xproſo'd, * 


' 
* ww « © 
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In my filence ſe the lover; 
True love is by filence known: 
In my eyes you'll beſt diſcover, 

—— ta ach Tl 
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CCXLVIIE. 


Wuzx my money was gone, that T gain'd in 

| the wars, | 
And the world it did frown at my fate 5 

What matter'd my zeal, or my honoured ſcars, - 
When indifference ſtood at each gate. 


The face that wou'd ſmile when my purſe wag 
| well lin'd, 
Shews a different aſpect to me, 
And when I cou'd naught but ingratitude andy 
" Thied me again to the ſea, © % 


1 thought twas unjuſt to pine at my lot, * 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore, 

I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, , 
And a trifle, alas! was my tore, a 


A handkerchief held all the — I had, 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw, © 
Away then I trudg'd with a heart rather fad, 


_ 


To. join with e jolly tip! x crew. Fx X 
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The ſea was leſs troubl'd by er man my ain 
"RE? And when the wide main 1 ſurvey d, 

I could not help thinking the amt. was — 
And fortune a flippery jade. 

I ſyear if once more I can take her in tow, 


ö I'll let the ungrateful ones ſee, 
That che turbulent .Vipgs. and the billows cou'd. 


ſhow, 
More kindneſs than they did to me.. 
| A EY n _— , . : 
DIAS! 2G 0  CCXLIY, | "I . 


"Twas: 1 "i 3 were : roaring. 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd ; 
wide o'er the roaring billows . 5 
She caſt a wiſhful look, 9 5 
1 head-was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er thebrook. ' 


| Twelve months were gone and over, 

And nine long tedious days; | 

| Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, ; 
Why diditthoy, truſt the ſeas? 


Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, Lid ouch 
Andi let my lover reſt: , 5 
Ab! ! what's thy troubled * : 
To that within my breaſt 2 
'The 


The $ ls bb d ob pes | 
Views tempeſts in deſpair, 1 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing. of my dear? - 
Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on 8 
Where gold and diamonds grow 
You'd find a richer maiden, 135 2 _ 
But none that loves you ſo. „ 


enen 


- LEY 


How can they ſay that nature 
_ Has nothing made in vain 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſ covern 
That lurk beneath the dees: 
To wreck the wand' ring lover, ; 
And leave the maid to weep. 
All melancholy lying, i 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with e 260% WL) 
Eachbillow with a tear: OY 
When; o'er the white waves 
_ His floating corps ſhe pydz 
Then, likę a lilly, drooping +» 
She bow'd her head, and dy'd. ot 


. e.. r 
METHOUGHT I little Cupid Gaew- 
Aſtride a tun above; #k y 
And Bacchus, with a nymph below, 1 
®.. . Devoutly making love, 


Friend 
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Triend. faid the laughing god, you ſee, 
nan N N 
Nor always Bacchus vines 


| But while we interchange our bliſs, 
_ We feel renewing charms; 
Ne with freſb joy flies back to this, 
| And I to Celia's arms. 


ds. __— 


CLI. 
g rue by Mr. bsi g 


Tur wind WAS buch- d, the fleecy wave 


Scarcely the veſſel's ſides could lave, 
When in the mizen top his ſtand 


Tom Clueline taking, ſpied the land ; 


Oh what reward for all his toil! | 
Once more he views his native foil, _ 
Once more he thanks indulgent. fate, 
That brings him to his bonny Kate. 


Soft as the ſighs of Zephyr fou, 


F Tender and plaintive as her woe, 


Serene was the attentrve eve, 


That heard Tom's bonny A grieve. 


© Oh wha t avails,” cried ſhe, my pain ? 
He's fy: d in the greedy main 


Ah never ſhall I welcome home, 


e Wich tender joy my honeſt Tom.” 


= 
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| Now high upon the faithful ſhroud, 
The land awhile that ſeem'd a cloud, 
While objects from the miſt ariſe, 
A feaſt preſents Toin's longing eyes; 
A ribband near his heart which lay, 
Now fee him on his hat diſplay, 
The given, fign to. ſhew that fate 
Had brought him ſafe to bonny Kate. 


* 


— 


Near to à cliff wut heights command 

A proſpect of the ſhelly ſtrand, * 

While Kitty Gate and fortune blamed, 
Sudden, with rapture, ſhe exclaimed, - 
But ſee, Oh heaven! a ſhip in view, 

© My Tom appears among the crew, 

© The pledge he ſwore to bring ſafe home 
© Streams on his . honeſt Tom.“ 
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What now remains we re ealy told, 7 
Tom comes, his pockets lined with gold,” 
Now rich enough no more to roam 
To ſervehis king, he ſtays at home: 
Recounts each toil, and ſhews each 1 
While Kitry and her conſtant tar 

With rev*rence teach to bleſs their fates - 


Noun honeſt 1 K sand N . 
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That e'er in love was known, 
a wn, | 
Twou'd be the higheſt of my wiſh, 
“enjoy your heart alone. 


Kings might poſſeſz their : 
crowns unenvy'd wear 
They ſhou'd no rival have of = 


Might 1 reign monarch there. 
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| SING the loves of 


Drizspryg, 


bn loves Jean, 


Wybate er rejoices happy. Jean 


Is ſure to burſt the Ades of Tohn. - 
Does ſhe * of John, 


96 and wan: 
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© the greateſt bliſh, 


kingdoms free, | 
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Sing the loves of Jean. and 
John, for her, would leave a queen, - _ 


ſhe, for grief, look thin and lean, 


wr 


. at AIR e 


(267 
Pale and wan, 
John loves Jean, 
And Jean loves John. 


"Twas the lily hand of Jean 
Fill'd the glaſs of happy John; 
And, heavens Fhow joyful was ſhe ſeen 
When he was for a licenſe gone 
Joyful ſeen, 
They'll dance anon, 
For John weds Jean, 
And Jean weds Joun. 


John has ta'en to wife his Jean, 
Jean's become the ſpouſe of John, 


She no longer is his queen, 


He no longer is her don. 
No more queen, 
No more don; 
John hates Jean, 
And Jean hates John. 


Whatever *tis that pleaſes Jean, 
Is certain now to diſpleaſe John; 

With ſcolding they've grown thin and lean, 
With ſpleen and ſpite they re pale and wan; 


Thin and lean, 882 
Pale and wan, e e ad | 

John hates Jean, 4 Hs | 
And Jean n Wicks, 
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John prays heaven to take his Jean, 
Jean at the devil wiſhes John; 
He'll dancing on her grave be ſeen, 
She'll laugh when he is dead and gone. 
| They II gay. be . | 
Dead and gone, - 
For John hates ] : 
9 Jea ean n hates John. 


- CCLIV. 
Written 5 W. Suzusronz, E. 


Go, tuneful bird, that gladꝰ ſt the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 


And there on quiv*ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art difplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, _ 
Tell her, the ſounds that ſoothe her car, 
n To Damon's native plains 9466-58 ; 
Tell her in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from India's grove way tine; * 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, * 
What are his notes compar'd to hide." 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 7; 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn ; ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe. 


Who ang; her E and lings forlorn. 
8 5 | CCLV. 
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Written by Mr. DIB DñIX. | 


ISAIL'P in the good ſhip the Kitty, 4 
With a ſmart blowing gale and rough ſea, 

Left my Polly, the lads call ſo pretty, 

Safe here at an anchor, Vo Vea. 


She blubber'd ſalt tears when we parted, 
And cry'd now be conſtant to me 
I told her not to be down hearted, - 
So up went the anchor, Yo Vea. 


And from that time, no worſe nor no better, 
Pve thought on juſt nothing but ſhe ; 

Nor could grog nor flip make me forget her, 
She's my -beſt bower anchor, Yo Vea. 


When the wind whiltled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lea, 
The hope I with her ſhould be harbour'd 
Was my cable and anchor, Yo Vea. 


And yet, my boys, would you believe me, 
I return'd with no rhino from ſea, 

Miſtreſs Polly would never receive me, 
So again I heav'd anchor, Yo Vea. 
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CCLVI. 


My: heart is ey ry . 7 s prey, 
And does my pow'r diſown; 


I ne'er could keep it one whole day, 


N 


And now *t has been ſo long away, 
I know not where tis flown. 


But if the fair that finds this fray, - 
Will kindly give it room : 

Or teach it better to obey, _ | 

Fer care with double thanks I'll pay, ; 
And take the rambler home. 


K 
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And huſband well life's little ſpace; 
Perhaps the ſun, which ſhines ſo bright, 
May fetin everlaſting night. 


Or if the fon again ſhould oY 
Death ere the morn may cloſe our eyes; 
Then drink before it be too late, | 
And * 158 nn hour from fate. 


wt 


Come, fl a | bumper, fill round, 8 
Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound; 


In theſe alone true wiſdom lies; 


For to be merry's to be wiſe. 


8 
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ccLVII. 


1 


Written by Mr. DiBpiN. 


1 SAIL'D from the Downs i in the Nancy, 5 
My jib how ſhe ſmack d through the bees. 
She's a veſſel as tight to my fanex 
As ever ſail'd on the ſalt ſeas. 
So adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, - 
Our girls, and our dear native hore... 
For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 
We ſhall never ſee them any more. 
But ſailors were born for all weathers, _ | 
Great guns let it blow high, blow low, © 
Our duty, keeps us to our tethers, . 
And where the gales drive we muſt go. 


en we enter d the gut of Gibraltar, 

I verily thought ſhe d have ſunk, 
For the wind ſo began for to alter; 

She yaw'd juſt as thofſhe was drunk. ”. 
| The ſquall tore the mainſail to ſhivers, 
Helm a weather the hoarſe boatſwain cries, 
Brace the foreſail athwart, ſeg ſhe quivers, 

a before the rough tempeſt ſhe flies. 

But ſailors, &c. 


The ſtorm came on thicker and faſter, 
As black juſt as pitch was the ſky, 
When truly a doleful diſaſter 
Befel three poor ſailors and I. 
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Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handfait, 
By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
Juſt while we were furling the mainſail, 
Were every ſoul ſwept from the yard. 
But ſailors, Kc. 


Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick cried peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſh of my neck, 

While they fink down in peace to old Davy, 
Caught a rope, and ſo landed on deck. 

Well what would you have, we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew 

Of three hundred that ſailed, never nadel 
But I and 1 think twenty-two. | 
g But ſailors, & c. 


After thus \ we at ſea had miſcarried, 
Another gueſs way fat the wind, 


123 For to England I came and got married, 


To a laſs that was comely and kind; 
But whether from joy or vexation 1 
We knownot for what we were born, 
Perhaps I'may find a kind ſtation, 1s bet 
Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn. 

But ſailors, __ 


of cx. 
Written by Mazy Queen os Score. 


I Sigh and lament me in vain, 


Theſe walls can but echo my moan, 
Alas! increaſes my pain, | 


| When I think on the days that are gone. | 
| Theo? 
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Thro? the gate of my priſon 1 ſee, 
The birds as they wanton in air; 

My heart how it pants to be fre, 
My looks they are wild with deſpair. | 


Above tho' oppreſs'd by my M \ 
I burn with contempt for my foesz 
Tho? fortune has alter'd my Rate, - 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe: 
Falſe woman in ages to come, 
Thy malice detefted ſhall be; . 
And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart ſill will ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay, +1 » 
With filence and ſolitude dwell ; 32 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How fad tolls the ev'ning bell 
The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur. around; 1 
O Mary prepare thee to d ieee 
* blood it runs cold at the bund. 


1 


1 * * | 
cclLx. 
Written by neee vn n 


S Av. Myra, why is nn Oy” 
A ſtranger to that mind, ; 


Which pity and efteem can move, | 
Which can be juſt and kind? 


S % 1s 
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1s it becauſe you fear to ſhare, 
The ills that love moleſt ; | 
The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the am*rous breaſt? 


Alas by ſome degree of woe, 
Me ev' ry bliſs muſt gain; 
The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never feels a 3an 


CCLXL. 
Written by General BURGOYNE, 


WiN art this humble roof 1 knew, 
With various cares I trove; 


My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 
My all of life was love. 


By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd z; 

But, when the lip the brim had preſt, 
The cup with nectar flow'd. . 


Content and Peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 

No other gueſts 'came nigh : 

In them was giv'n (tho' gold was ſpar d) 
What gold eee never buy. 


No value has a ſplendid lot, 3 

But as the means to prove: 

That, from the caſtle to the cot, 
The all of life is love. 


— 
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CCLXII. 1 
Written by G. A. STEVE rs. 
L oO round, my lovel how chang'd the ſens, 1 


So late white o'er'd with ſnow ; 
Now, ray'd in flow'r enamel'd green, 
How rich the meadows ſhew. 


The ſun creative pow'r reſumes, 
And warms the breezy air; | 

The burſting buds expand their blooms, 
While birds their beſts Prepare. 


The herds and flocks on herbage feed, 
Sweet Spring renews its pride; 

The ice- bound ſtream from fetters freed, 
Now, tinkling, roll their tide. - * 


On leafleſs boughs, no candied froſt 
In icicles appears; 


But, as in grief for winter ws. 
Diſfolving into tears. 


_ Thus ſordid, ſenſeleſs human kind . 
But mere exiſtence prove: 


Till beauty's ſun-ſhine opes the mind 
And melts the maſs to love. 


For, ſpite of wealth, or pow'rs controul, 
Of all the wiſe can ſay; 


Till woman warms the frozen ſoul,. 
We are but clods of clay. 
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CCLXIT. 


Tus cold flinty heart itis you who have warm'd, 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd ; 3 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


The froſt nips the bud and the roſe cannot blow; 
From youth that is froſt-nipt no pleaſure's can flow, 
Elyſium to him but a deſart will prove, 


What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 
The ſpring ſhou'd be wurm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 
Her birds and her dr ret s make blithfome ſweet 
| May; 

Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro the grove; 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


"CCLXIV. 
Written by W. Idee 
"TIME has not thinn'd my flowing hair, = 
Nor bent me with his iron hand 


*  O! why fo ſoon the bloſſom tear, 
Ere Autumn yet the fruit demand. | 
Let me enjoy the cheerful day, I 
Till many a year has o'er me roll'd ; 
2 let me trifle life away, 
And ling of love ere I grow old. 
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ccLxv. 
Written by W. SHENSTONEe, , 


| TRE rifing ſun thro? all the grove 
Diffas'd a gladſome ray; N 
| . My Lucy ſmil'd, and talk'd of love, 
And ev'ry thing look'd gay. 
But, oh! the fatal hour was come, 
Tnat forc'd me from my dear; 
My Lucy then thro? grief was dumb, 
Or ſpoke but by a tear. 


; ö 


No far from her and bliſs I roam, 
All nature wears a change; 
The azure ſky ſeems wrapt in gloom, 
And ev'ry place looks ſtrange. 


Thoſe flow'ry fields, this verdant ſcene, 
Yon larks that tow ring fing; | 

With ſad contraſt increaſe my ſpleen, 
And make me loathe the ſpring. 


My books, that wont to ſoothe the mind 
No longer now can pleaſe; 
There only thoſe amuſement find, 
That have a mind at eaſe, 


_ Nay, life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 3 
From Lucy whilſt I ſtray ; 0 0 
Sick of the world, I muſe alone, 


And ſigh the live- long day. 
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CCLXVI. TS 
WHEN Weftern breezes fan the ſhore, 
And gently ſwell the azure wave, 


I yield unto the ſoft'ning pow'r ; ' 
(The Muſes tranſport then would grieve.) 


When loud the thick'ning tempeſts fly, 
Enrage and daſh the foaming floods: 
From the rude ſcene I trembling hie, 
And plunge into the ſafer woods. . 


Nor ſea, nor e , 3 is chere, 
The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe 3 

I hear it ſounding from afar, 

It fings and murmurs thro? = trees. 15 


Who 8 1 ” 
Whoſe cruel heart is to deceive, _ | 
Whoſe dwelling is a brittle. (hi 


Let me my bleating ewes attend, 
( (Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſt as they ;} 
With them my morning-ſteps I' bend, 
Wich them I'll wait the * 1 9 1 


Now underneath a plane tree laid, 
Or careleſs by a lulling ftream, 
Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, 
e fink into a dream. 
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3 CCLXVIL. 4 
Mxriiten Aue DIãaDI x. 


Was up the fhrouds the failor goes, 


Or ventures on the yard, 
The landman, who no better knows, 
Believes his lot his hard ; 
But Jack with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Caſts anchor, heaves the log, 
Trims all the ſails, belays the ſheets, 
And drinks his can of grog. 


When mountains high the waves that bel. 
The veſſel rudely bear, 
Now ig! in a hollow dell, 


Now quiv' ring in the air. 
Bold Jack, &c. 


When ways *gainſt rocks and quickſands roar, 
You ne'er hear him repine, | 
_ Freezing near Greenland's icy ſhore, 
1 "_—_ near the line. 


Bold Jack, &c. 
If to engage they give the word, 
To quarters all repair, r 
While ſplinter'd maſts go by the VR: 
And ſhots ſing through the air, 

Bold un 7. L 
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CCLXVIIL. 
Wriven by W. SHENSTONE, EA. 


SEE, 1 Flavia, FR that. budding roſe, 
How bright beneath the buſh it glows: 


How ſafely there it lurks conceal'd, 


How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd! 


The Sun with warm attractive rays, 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze: 
A blaſt deſcends from eaſtern ſkies, 
And all its bluſhing radiance dies. 


Then guard, my fair, your charms divine, 
And check the fond defire to nine 


While here more: } i "IN 


The breath of negleGied-maid 
Shall make you ſigh, you left the * 


A breath to beauty 's bloom un 


As, to the roſe, an eaſtern wind. uh. 
The nymph reply'd, « You firſt, my "WY 


«© Contine your ſonnets totheplain, 


One envious tongue alike diſarms, =» 


« You, of yourwit,---meof my charms. 


4 What is, unheard; the tuueful thrill ? 
<< Or what, unknown, the poet's ſcill? 


«© What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 


1 Ag _ the roſe's bluſh, unſeen ? 
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CCLXIX. 
Written by Mr. DIS DIN. | 


A TINKER I am, 
My name's Natty Sam, 

From morn to night I trudge 1 it; 
So low is my fate, 
My perſonal eſtate 

Lies all within this budget. 

Work for the tinker ho! good wives, 
| For they are lads of mettle--- 
Twere well if you could mend your lives 


The man of war, 

The man of the bar, 5 
Phyſicians, prieſts, free-thinkers, 
That rove up and down 

Great London town, ] 
What are they all but tinkers ? 

| Work for the tinker, &c. 


Thoſe *mong the great 
- Who tinker the ſtate, 
And badger the minority, 
Pray what's the end 
Of their work, my friend, 
But to rivet a good majority? | 
Work for the tinker, &c. - 


Dd 


As I can mend a kettle. . 
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This mends his name, 
That cobbles his fame, 
That tinkers his reputation: 
And thus had I time, 
I could prove, in my rhyme, | 
Jolly tinkers of all the nation. 


n for the tinker, ce. | 


cclLxx. 


GE, ſee, like une me appears, 
With all her heaven of charms ! 

Her ſpotleſs form, her blooming n 
Enchant me to her arms. 


Were I to chuſe my fav'rite joy, 
Or love, or kingly ſway, 


Her ſmiles would all my hours employ, 


And ſport the world away. 


——— 


clxxł. 


Soblk hoiſt up fortune to he ſkies, 


Others debaſe her to a bubble: 
I nor her frowns nor favours prize, 


L 


Nor think the chang'ling worth . * 


If at my door ſhe chance to light, 
I civilly my gueſt receive: +þ 
| The viſit aid, I bid good night; 


Nor murmur when ſhe takes her leave. 


Tho? 
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Tho? proſp'rous gales my canyas cid, 
Tho? ſmooth the waves, ſerene the ky, 


I truſt not calms, they ſtorms forbode, _ 
And ſpeak th' approaching tempeſt nigh. 


Then Virtue, to the helm repair, ? f * 
Thou, Innocence, ſhall guide the oar; 
Now rage, ye winds, ſtorms, rend the 3 
My barks thus — ſhall * the ſhore. 


© 


CCLXXIL, | 


SwkE T are ads hen ber I loves: Wo | 


More fragrant than the damaſk roſe ; - 
Soft as thedown of turtle-dove, | 
Gentle as air when zephyr blows : 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 


The ſun-burnt-climes, and thirſty biin, 


True as che needle to the pole, * 
Or as the dial to the ln: 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll. 
' Whole ſwelling tides obey — moos: 
From ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow the. 2 


The lamb, the flow'ry thyme devour, 
The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel in ſhady bow'rs 
Of verdant ſpring her note renews: 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſouls deſire. 


„ 
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3 9 Nature 


| ( 304 ) ; 
Nature muſt change her beautious ſace, 

And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; _ | 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 
No change on love the ſeaſon "ang | 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 

- Ev'n marble tow'rs, and walls of braſs, 
In his rude march he levels low : 

But time, deſtroying far and wide, 

Love from the ſoul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 

The gentle godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 

' mingle with the bleſt above : 

ere known to all his kindred train, 


He finds a laſting reft from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born from heav'n together came; 
Love will the univerſe controul, 


When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: ä 
Divine abodes ſhall own his powr, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 

| 7 2 


cx. 


TrACH me, Chloe, how to prove 
My boaſted flame ſincere: 
Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 


And hard to hide my care. 
les „„ Sleep 


* 
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ö Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, | 
= To bribe my ſoul to reft 
Vainly ſpreads her filken arms, 
And courts me to her breaſt. 


i Where can Strephon find repoſe, 
. If Chloe i is not there? | 


For ah! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair. 


What tho? Phcebus from on high. 
With-holds his chearful ray, 


| | 
| Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, 
| | And give me more than day. 


CCLXXIV. 


| "PT 'BLk me, tell me, charming creature, 
ae eaſe my pain? 
Muſt J die for every feature ? $99 
Muſt I always love in vain ? 
The deſire of admiration 
Is the pleaſute you purſue : 
Prithee, try alaſting paſſion, Ap v5 
Such a love as mine for you. r 


„ Ee rt, dna Ll Te — 


Tears and aghing could not move you, 
For a lover ought to dare : 

When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid 1 went too far. 


D d 3 
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Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming 

Will my dear be fickle ſtill? N 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, | 
Let their ſlaves 17 what they wilt. 


101 neg lect with torments fill me, 
And my dęſp' rate thoughts increaſe; 7 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 1 
Vou will have a lover leſs. EI 
If your wand ring heart is. beating 
For new lovers, let it be; 
But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a day and fix on me. 7 
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n cCclLxxv. : 
THE wounded deer flies ſwift away, 
The bearded arrow in his fide ; | 
Still vainly hoping that he may | 
Mix'd with the herd, ſeape . 5 
1. But oh ! the moment that they __ 
The ſtreaming blood flow from his wound, | 
They ſhun him to his miſery, 
"Fra leave him dying on the ground. 
Thus the poor nymph, who, ſore diftreſt, 
Has gaz'd her liberty away, ® 
To all the world becgmes a jeſt, 
And falls of ſland* rous tongues the prey: 
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„CNN. 
Written by Mr. DIBDIL. 


I was, d'ye ſee, a waterman, 
As tight and ſpruce as any, 
*Twixt Richmond town 
And Horſley down . 
L earn'd an honeſt penny: 
None could of ſortune's favours brag 
More than could lucky I, 
My cot was ſnug, well fill'd my cag, 4 
My grunter in the ſty: | 
With wherry tight 
And boſom light 
I cheerfully did row, 
And, to compleat this princely life, _ 
Sure never man had friend and wife 
Like my Poll and my partner Joe. * 


I roll'd in joys like theſe awhile -. 
| Folks far and near careſs'd me, 
Till, woe is me, 
So lubberly 4 
The preſs- gang came and preſs'd me: 
How could II theſe pleaſures leave? L 
How with my wherry part ? 


I never ſo took on to grieve, , 
It. wrung my very heart. 
But when on board 
They gave the word, 


5 To 


* 1 
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| To foreign 2 — to go. 


I ru'd the moment 7 was wa 
That ever I ſhould thus be torn 
From my Poll and my partner Joe, 


. 


I did my duty manfullß 
While on the billows rolling, 
And, night or day | 
. Could find my way a * 
Blindfold to the main-top bowlin g: 
Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quickſands and pales of wind, 
I brav'd, in hopes to taſte again 
The joys I left behind: 
In climes afar, 
The hotteſt war, 3 
Pour'd broadſides on the foe, 
In hopes theſe perils to relate, 
As by my fide attentive fate, 


My Poll and * partner Joe. 


At laſt it pleas'd his majeſty. | 
To give peace to the nation, 
And honeſt hearts, 
From foreign parts 
Come heme for conſolation : 0 | 
Like lightring---for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from all alarms--- 4 
I ruſh'd, and found my friend ad wit. 
Lock'd in each others arms! | 
Vet fancy not, | 
I bore my lot 


|, Nl 
* Tame like a lubber: No; 
For ſeeing I was finely trick d. 
Plump to the devil 1 fairly kick'd, 
My Poll and my partner Joe. 
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Written by Mr. Dix. 


IAM a jolly Fiſherman, 
I catch what I can get, = 
Still going on my betters* plan. 
AlPs fiſh that comes to net; 
Fiſh, juſt like men, Ive often caught, 
Crabs, gudgeons, poor John, codfiſh, 
And many a time to market brought 
A dev'liſh fort of odd fiſh... 
Thus all are fiſhermen through life, 
| With wary pains and labour, N 
| Ibis baits with gold, and that a wife, - 
And all to catch his neighbour ; 
Then praiſe the jolly fiſherman, _ 
Who takes what he can get, : 
Still going on his betters' plan, 
All's fiſh that comes to net, 


The pike, to catch the little fry, 
Extends his greedy jaw, 
For all the-world, as you and I, 
Hlave ſeen your man of law: 


A 
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He who to lazineſs devotes 
His time is ſure a numb fiſh, 
And members who give filent votes 
May fairly be call'd dumb fiſh : 
Falſe friends to cels we may compare, 
The roach reſembles true ones ; 
Like gold-fiſh we find old friends rare, 
) Plenty as herrings new ones. 
3 Then praiſe, Ke. 


'Y And trapp'd, and fold, and bought; 

1 The old wife and the tender maid 

= Are both with tickling caught; 

| Indeed the fair are caught tis ſaid, | 
If you but throw the line in, 

With maggots, flies, or fomething red, 
Or any thing that's ſhining : 

With ſmall fiſh you muſt lie in wait 

= For thoſe of high condition, 

»Y But *tis alone-a golden bait 

Can catch a learn'd phyſician. 

Then praiſe the jolly fiſherman, 

E Who takes what he can get, 

If Still going on his betters' plan, 

All's 6h that comes to net. 
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| | Like fiſh thy mortals are a trade, : 


* 
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CCLXXVILL. 
Written by W. SHENSTONE, 26. 


SURVEY, my fair! that lucid ſtream, 
Adown the ſmilling valle; 
Wou' d art attempt, or fancy dream, 

To regulate its winding way? 

So pleas'd J view thy ſhining hair 
In looſe diſhevell'd ringlet's flow ; 

Not all thy art, nor all thy care, 
Can there one ſingle grace beſtow. 

Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel o'er ; 

Say, can the painter's utmoſt ſkill . 
Inſtruct one flow*r to pleaſe us more. 

As vain it were with artfal dye, 


To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe, 
And oh! may Laura, ere ſhe try, 


With freſh vermillion paint the roſe! 


Fark, how the Woodlark's tuneful throat 
Can ev*ry ſtudied grace excel; 
Let art conſtrain the rambling note; 
And will ſhe, Laura, pleaſe ſo well? . 
Ohl ever keep thy native eaſe, . 
By no pedantic rules confin'd ! 
For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 
So Laura's words be not unkind. 


CCLXXIX. 
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1 W v, Celia, ſhow'd you ſo much ſtrive, 

by Your kindling paſſion to conceal ? 
| P Vour lips, tis true, denial give, 
_ Yet all your actions love reveal. 

Bj I * 
28 In vain you ſtrive, in vain, alas | 
8 . charming paſſion to diſguiſe ; . 
6 . It glows, it bluſhes on your face, 
. And ſparkles in your ſwimming eyes. 
N | 1 Vour eyes, thoſe emblems of the heart, 
=: Still contradict whate'er you ſay, = 
15} And tho? your lips deny the ſmart, 
| : Vour eyes are more believ'd than they. 

1 8 CCLXXX. 

© Written by Davio Genstiex, Eh. 
1 1 Yer awhile ſweet ſleep deceive me, 
| =: Fold me inthy downy arms ; | 

| | | Let not care awake to grieve me, 
tl Luull me with thy potent — 
ll FU, + 8; a turtle, doom'd to ftray, 
1 Qiitting your's, the parent's neſt; . 
2I | Find each bird a bird of prey, 

1 91 . knows not where to reſt. 
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Hers; a ſheer bull, lies poor Tom. Bowling, 


The darling of our crew, © 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For death has broach'd him to. 
His form was of the manlieft Ar vhe | 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone aloft. | 


Tom never from his word departed, 

His virtues were ſo rare, 

- His friends were many, and true-hearted, 

His Poll was kind and fair: 0 

And then he'd ſing ſo blithe and jolly, l 
Ah many”s the time and oft!  _—- 


But mirth is turn'd to * ene WP 


For Tom 1s gone aloft. 


Yet ſhall poor Tom find ple . weather, : 
When he who all commands f 


| Shall give, to call life's crew W eee 


The word to pipe all hands. 
Thus death, Who kings 05 Apenebes 
In vain Tom's life has doff'd; _. - 
For, though. his body's under hatches, 4 
His ſoul is ha ae 175 72 


| Vor. 1 Re e. 
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Written by Dr. Gol sui Tu. 

 O MEMORY! thou fonddeceiver, | 
Still importunate andyaing 

To former joys recurring ever, 
And turning all the paſt to pain. | 

Thou, like the world, th? —— 

Thy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's woe! 


And he who wants each other's _— 
In thee muſt ever find a fo. | 


* irrt 
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ocLXXXIII. 
Written by PETER PrxDaR, Fh. 


 DoowD byfortne's fickleftar, - 
Dtiear Maid! I feek+the dangerous wave? 
Condemn'd from thee to wander far, 
© mil love, and Delia's charms, a ſlave. N 


Yet, ere thy balmy lips I leave, 
And quit that boſom's ſnowy white, 
Oh! nymph, my tears, my fighs receive, 
And grant me thine, my laſt delight. 
On each berght tear ſhall fancy dwell, - 
And mem'ry each ſott ſigh reſtore; 
Thus doating on the ſweet farwel, 
Like * on their golden aol. 
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COLXXXIV. 
innen by Per ER Pry DAR, 27. 


FROM her, alas whoſe mile was love 


I wander to ſome lonely cell; 


My ſighs too weak the maid to move, 


I bid the flatt'rer, Hope, | farewel. 


Be all her little arts forgot, Tp 
That fill d my boſom with alarme, 
Ah! let her e crime -a little ntl | 

Be loſt amidſt a blaze of charms. 
As on I wander flow,” my ſighs, 


At ev'ry ſtep, for Cynthia mourn: ; 
My anxious heart within me dies, 


And, finking whiſpers, “O return.” 


Deluded heart, thy folly know, 
Nor fondly nurſe the fatal fame w_ 
„. abſence thou ſhalt lofe thy woe, 


FN 
* 
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Fon me my fair a wreath has wove; 


Where rival flow'rs in union meet; 


As oft ſhe kiſsd the gift of love; 


Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the fireet, | # 


E e 2 


A bee 
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A bee within: a 4434 roſe, | 

Had crept, the neQar'd dew to ſip, 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And faſtens on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the ſweets of foring, 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 

The ungrateful ſpoiler left the ſting,” 
Aud with the honey fled away. © 


Then to th' affrighted fair I flew, _ | 
And, haſting to relieve the ſmart; 

J kissed the gentle maid, and drew of 40 
The HEX Polen tf wy | deart. 3 


x ccixRxVI. tits 
inen 27 Paris Pix pAx, Eg. 


| Trop « told'ſt nie, dear perfidious . 


That Spring ſhould loſe her vai jed bloom; 
That Cynthia s ſily ry beam ſhou'd fade, 
And Sol no more the world illume , N 
When thou, the pride of ev'ry grove, 
. ShoWdit ceaſe to bleſs me with thy love. 


Spring boaſts her bloom, and Cynthia's rays 
$:3:1 chaſe the folemn ſhades of night; 3 


Whilſt ſol, with undiminiſh'd blaze, / _ 


Pours on the globe his golden light: 
And yet, my trembling lips declare, 
| Thasdhoniact Wiſe.on than area. 2941 
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But ſome will ſay, ah! filly ſwain! 
« How dares thy love to her aſpire; 3 
« For whom a thouſand ſigh in vain, 
« And kindle with a hopeleſs fire?” 
I own the folly; but what breaft 
Swells not with wiſhes to be bleſt? 
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Written by Dr. sueklavr. 


1 Try fatal ſhafts inn move, „ 
I bow before thine altar, love; 
J feel the ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 
Glide ſwift thro? all my vital flame. 


For, while I gaze, my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides impetuous flows; 

Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll, 
And floods of tranſport Whelm ay bd. 


My fart” ring tongue attempts 3 B vain,” 
In ſoothing numbers to com blain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic tries, 5 
My murmurs fink in broken ae. one 
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Condemm d to nurſe Ret care, . oa 
And ever drop the ſilent tears, rad 141 
Unheard T mourn, unknown I ſighs, v4 
Unfriended Ae en die. 1 


N * 
1 


Be 3 | | She | ecLnoryin. 
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RE SPLENDENT gleam'd the ample moen, 
Reflected on the glit'ring lee, 
The bell proclaim'd night's awful noon, 
And ſcarce a ripple ſhook the ſea, 
When thus, for ſailors, nature's, care, 
| What education has denied, 
Are of ſtrong ſenſe, a bounteous ſhare, 
By obſervation well ſupplied. 1 
While thus in bold and honeſt guiſe, 4 
g For wiſdom mov'd his tongue, ace | 
Drawing from wiſdom comfort's drop, | 
In truth and fair reflection wiſe, 
Ri icht cheerfully ſung 


Little Ben that kept his watch in the main n top.” 


Why ſhould the hardy tar complain 
"Tis certain true he weathers more 


From dangers on the roaring main. TE 
F Than lazy lubbers do aſhore. ' k 
Ne er let the noble mind deſpair, * 
Though roaring ſeas run mountains high, 
| All things are built with equal 8 / 
Firſt rate or wherry, man or fly": Tis 8 0 8 4 | 
If there's a power that abi errs, 5 
And certainly tis ſo . "eo 5 
For honeſt hearts what . drop. N 
As well as kings and emperors, ' p 
Why not take in tow _ 
Little Ben, that * his watch in the main a top * 
What 


<9 ) 5 
What * diſtant climes'T roam 
. Far from my darling Nancy's Charms, 2 
| The ſweeter is my welcome home, big of 
To bliſsful moorings in her arm. 
Perhaps ſhe on that ſober moon 1 
A lover's obſervation takes, q 3 ts 1 
And longs that little Ben may ſoon o_ Abr 
Relieve that heart which. ſorely achs. 5 
Ne'er fear, that power that never errs, * 
That guards all things below, r gre TEL. 
For honeſt hearts what comforts drop, 
As well as kings and emperors, r ; 
Will ſurely take in t 
Little Ben, chat 19 9 1 his watchfi lin me. main _ 1 
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celxxklx. x 
Writes by Mr. Duwvan./ | 


"Twas Saturday, night, the tminkling! fars 
Shone on the rippling ſea, 
No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh'&a-lee; _ 
The ample can adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to fee it out, 8 
Each gave the laſs that he ador d. . 
And puſtr'd the grog about. 2 


Cried honeſt Tom, my Peg In bad, 
A frigate neat and trim, 

All jolly Portſmouth's favourite boaſt: 
I'd venture life and limb, _ „ 


„ 
Zail ſeven long years, and ne'er ſee land. 
Wich dauntleſs heart and ſtout. 
So tight a veſſel to command. ; 
Then eln de dae. en 04 


, Pl give, cried little Jack, my Poll. 3 = 
Sailing in comely ftate,, , HSM 
Top gan'tſals ſer, the is ſo tall, 
She looks like a firſt rate: + 3 
ak | would ſhe take her Jack i in tOWs .. 
A voyage for life throughout. 
e birth Pd wiſh fo Know. Fn 
Then puſh the grog about. 3 | 


I'll give, cried I, my charting . 
Trim, handſome, neat, and tight, 

What joy ſo fine a ſhip to man? 

She is my heart's delight! 

So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of life, 
I'd fail the world throughout, 

Brave every toil for ſuch a wife,  —+ 
Then puſh the grog about. 5 


Thus to deſcribe Pall, Peg, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner tried; 

Till, ſummon'd by the empty can, 
'They to their hammocks hied : 

| Yet ſtill did they their vigils keep. o 
Though the huge can Was out, 
For, in ſoft viſions, gentle ſleep. 

Still puſt'd the grog about. 


— 
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ccxc. 
Written by Dr. GoLDsMITH. 


Tus wretch condemned with life to part, 
Still, ſtill on Hope relies, 

And ev'ry pang that rends the . 

Bids expectation riſe. 3 

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light, 
| Adorns and cheers the way ;. JEN 
And Rill, as darker grows the We 

Emits a er tags: Aided x Ri 0 
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« CCXCI. 1 


unn by Lord Lananows. - 3 
Putz A to rail, reſolv d to par. 
When 1 approach'd the perjur'd mob; * 
What is it awes my tim'rous heart? 825 

Why is my tongue afraid? 


With the leaſt glance a little HY 


Such won? rous pow'r have & ira's s charms, 
She calms my doubts, enſlaves my erg 
And all my rage diſarms. Eil 


Forgetful of her broken voz, 
When gazing on that form Alwine. | 
Her injur'd vaſſal trembling bows, 0 


Nor dares her ſlave repine. 


CCXCIL. 


CCXCIL. . 
_ Written Fr Pers NO 27. 


SAY, lonely * wich 3b eye, 2 
0 Delia, ſay, with cheek ſo pale, 
What gives thy heart the Las, 2 1 

That tells the world a mournful tale? 


Thy tears, that chus each other — N 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwelhd with woe; 43 

Thy fighs, a ſtorm, that wrecks thy peace, 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


DO tell me, doth ſome favour'd youb,, 
With virtue tir'd, thy beaty ifent; "© 
And leave thofe thrones of love and truth,. 
That lip and boſom of delight. A 


a Perhaps, to nymphs of other ſhades, 
He feigns. the ſoft, impaſſioned tear ; 
With ſongs their eaſy faith invades, _ 
That, treach'rous, wan thy witleſs ear. 3 


| Let not thoſe maids thy envy move, antes 202 
| For whom his heart may ſeem to 2 
That heart can ne er be bleſt with love, 

Whoſe guilt cou d ſorce a pang from thine, 


8 
* þ * 
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CCXClIII. 
Mitten by Mr. Dis Dix. 
TM jolly Dick the lamplighter, 

They fays the ſun's my dad, | 
And truly I believe it, fir, 
For I'm a pretty lad. 
Father and I the world delight, 
And make it look ſo gay, 
The difference is I-lights by night, : 
And father kn. 475 by day. | 


But father's not the likes of 1 

„For knowing life and fun, 
For I queer tricks and fancies ſpy 

Folks never ſhew the ſun : 2 4 
Rogues, owls, and bats can't bear the light, 

Pve heard your wiſe ones ſay, | 
And ſo d'ye mind I ſeęs at night 

Things never ſeen by day. 


At night men lay aſide all art, 15 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, | 
And many a face, and many a heart 

Will then pull off the mac: | 
Each formal prude and holy wight | 
Will throw diſguiſe „ 
And fin it openly all niht. 
Who fainted it all day. 


{( :304 3 5 


His darlin g Wa” the miſer views, 
Miſſes from friends decamp, 
And many a ſtateſman miſchief brews 
IJ To his country o'er his lamp: 
So father and I, d'ye take me right, 
Are juſt on the ſame lay, 


I bare-fac'd ſinners light by ns 


And he falſe faints * N 4 51 


* 


* & 


cexciv. 


f Texpiy+ hearts to evry . 5 


Still their freedom would betray: | 
But how calm is inclination, |, 


When our reaſon bears the ſway! 1 
Swains themſelves, while they ant un, 


Often teach us to de; 
While we fly they fondly woo wh,” 


If we grow too fond they fly. - 


cexcv. 


* 


Tun Ad the ty ſerene, 35 
Tluye face of nature {mil'd, | 
| Soft dews impearPd' the tufted N | 


And daiſy- * wild oof 


. 
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The hills were gilded by the ſun, - 
| Sweet breath'd the vernal air; 
Her early hymn the lark begun 
To ſooth the ſhepherd's care. 


When Mira fair and Colin gay. 
Both fam' d for faithful love, 
Delighted with the riſing day, 
Together ſought the grove: 
And near a ſmoorh tranſlucent ſtream, 
That ſilent ſtole along, 
Thus Colin to his matchleſs dame 
Addreſs'd the tender ſong. 


Hark ! Mira, how from yonder tree 
The feather'd warblers ſing, | 

They tune their axtleſs.notes-for thee, 
For thee more ſweet than ſpring : 

How choice a fragrance thro? the air 
Thoſe ſpring-born bloſſoms ſhed! 

Ez How ſeem that violet proud to rear 
| Its purple tinctur d head + 


Ah! Mira, had the tuneful race 
Thy heart-bewitching tongue, 

Who would not fondly haunt the place 
Enamour'd while they ſung? 

Ye flow'rs, on Mira's boſom preſt, 

Ne'enheld ye place ſo fair, 

"Tho? oft ye hreathe on Venus breaſt, 

And ſcent the Graces hair. 
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Shall I to gems comparethine eyes, 
Thy ſkin to virgin ſnows, VT IVE 

Thy balmy breath, to gales that riſe 17 
From ev'ry new-blown role?  _ 

Ah, nymph ! fo far thy charms out. dine 
The faireft forms we ſee, 

We only gueſs at things divine, 

Buy what appears in thee. 


"Twas thus enamour'd * ſung 
His love- excited lay 

The grove with tender echo's rung, 
Reſounding Mira's praiſe; 


And thus cries love, who ſ ported near, IV 


And wav'd his filken wings, 
What wonder, ſince the nymph's ſo fair, 
So fond the ney ſings? 


| cx VI. 
| Tune---How imperfet? is expre, effon. 


WulLsT. the tedious hours — 
I with rapture fondly toy; 
Love in every feature ſmiling, . . 
 Glows with une xhauſted joy. 
Broken ſighs and looks diſcover, 
What the boſom wou'd explains 
Nature thus relieves the loyer, a 


And every pain. 


Aon 
"> 


{ 327 ) 9 
Soft content and love united, 

Wake each feeling into bliſs ; 
Thus employ'd, and thus delighted, 
Heaven expanding in each kiſs : 
What are, ſay, the boaſted treaſures, 

Pomp or pride of erring man; 
Rich in nature's choiceſt pleaſures, 
ro enjoy is all our Plan. LY 


*<Y, owry wt <2 oe » bs 


'COXCVIL, 15 
Tune, — Pipe and merry cue. 


As yet a virgin in my teens, "I 

1 liſten to each youth; ; | 
And heard them in ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 
Declare their love and truth: 
I mild alike at every tale, 

As then, do I proteſt, 

I thought none ever eould prevail; 

That love was all a jeſt. 3 


Free as the birds who gaily ing. | 
I paſs'd each coming day; © 
Like them, was ever on the wing, 
And Gareleſs tun'd my lay: _ 
Alas! too foon I find tis plain, | 
| I feel it in my breaſt; 995 
Defying Cupid is in vain, 
That love is not a jeſt. 


to) 


Young Colin, with a charming ., 
For tenderneſs and wit, 95 
Has won my heart I do declare, 
The pointed” ſhaft has hit: 

If he ſhould aſk, I'll give my hand. 

: Iwill, I doproteſt; 
Each rapture then will rountexpand, | 
| Or TE OOO : 


— 


| —_— _ 


Tims, thou ſoftner of each grief, 


Kid me with thy friendly balm; 
To my forrows bring relief 


And my heart-feft anguith calm. 


ho the ſwelling ſurge oft rages, 
And deforms the wat'ry plain; 

1 Time, at length, its force aflwages, 

1 _ And the waves _o_ {mooth WD | 


— 
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ccxcix. 


— by Mr. Ho RLSTOW 8, 
Tune-- -Kato of Aberacen. * 


N OW all the groves in verdure l 


Are deck'd to hail the ſpring ; 
My flegcy care ſecurely play, vo 
The birds melodious ingz ||: 


<( 329 ) 
Ye blooming nymphs: and jocund fwains,, 
Aſſemble round this tree, 


And join with me in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To praiſe my Laſs of Dee 


The myrtle green, and moſt roſe, 
Vl cull with niceſt care, 
And form, of ev'ry ſweet that blows, - "If 
A chaplet for her hair; e 
For oh! there's not on all our lawn 
A nymph. that's form'd for me: 
BZut her, in whom all beauties dawn 


My deareſt Laſs of Dee! 7 


þ When wadidh zephyrs ſport front; 

We ſtray beſide the ſtream, 

And liſten to the bubbling ſound, 
Or talk, and love's our theme. 

But if the breeze withdraw it's aid, 

And Sol too ſcorching be, 8 

I leave the bank and ſeek the ſnade, 

With my dear Laſs of Dee! 


There well content,. I tune my et, 
My. happineſs ſo near; 

Before my grot the lambkins fied ©: 
The firſtlings of the year. 

Then take ye rich, your idol wealth, 
Let pride its wiſhes ſee; 4 30 

Brant me but theſe paternal fields, . 

And my dear Laſs of Dee! TRE 


N 
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CCC. 


rue by Lady Crave Ne | 
Tune. -K 1 

WHEN arſt you took me on your knee;. 
And told the wonders of the ſea, 
How waves on waves for ever roll, 
And toſs the ſhip from pole to pole: 
How winds: from every corger blow. 
Now riſe her high, now fink her low; 
My heart kept beating at the.tale, © 
And with my fighs I ſwell d your fail. 


But when with all a ſailor's pride, 
Lou ſpoke of fleets drawn fide by ſide; 
Of French and Engliſh ten to one, 
Deck chreat ning deck, gun fired agua? 
My heart admir'd the gallant ſtrife, 
But throbb'd and trembled for your life * 
And *midft the fancied cannon's roar, 
I wih d Tom Splice'em fafe on ſhore l 


” 
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| TI wine makes 1 us ; love, 4 love makes a 
fink, | 

And each does the cher i improve | 

Al mortals muſt know, who feel or can think, | 
No pleaſure's like drinking and love: 
=: | Then 


SY 


* 


divine, 


For men muſt be Gods, when they've » women 


and wine, 


Then bring us of both, and double bet "TY 
J hate to be languid and cold; 


n 
Then join em, my boys, and mak the bleffing: 


Dll think myſelf Jove, while theſe I enjoy, V 


Nor own re mortal till old. 


no. Then j join 'em, &c. 


When old I am grown, and toying is . 
In wine L muſt place all my joy; Cs 
And tho' I'm unfit for love to the laſt, 
Vet ſtill Lean drink till I die. 
Cno. Then join em, &. 


cœcn. YH 


To thee, O gentle ſleep, alone * 
Is owing all our peace; 
Zy thee our joys are n a 


By thee our ſorrows ceaſe. — - . 
The nymph whoſe hand, by fraud or forces. 

Some tyrant has poſleſs'd ; : 
By thee obtaining a divorce, 


Ig her own choice is bleſt. 
Oh! flay, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 


The ſadly wee 


ping fair 
Con) ures thee not to loſe in day 
The object of her care. 


the foughts ©: EY 
p UN's motion 9 her ſleep ;. 

Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought 
The griefs for which we weep« 


7 3 . $ e Wr ahh 
coc. 8 
Sung by. Mr. Ep: N at the Anacreontie oec. 


ions UNO's a a. vixen, e ſcolding ! 10 
Jove acts the part of Jerry Sneak, 
Bully Mars cannot embolden. 
: Spir ling Jove to look or ſpeak, 
Tho his nods made Cœlus quiver, 
When ſhe comes, all goes to wreck ; 
At her preſence he will ſhiver, 
More ſo when he hears her clack. 
Clack, click, clack; ticky, ticky, * 
Oh !—he cannot ftand. her lack. 
qualities: W bannt = 
1 That ee the ſcolding ſhrew : 
©, "Gods fly toev'ry hole and corner, 
Whenever ſhe appears in-view! | 
Johnſon is to her a fool, fir, 4 1 
None of his ſhrill notes ſhe lack, 
Tho' a female, ſhe will rule, fir; © 
With her daddles and her clack; 
Clack, click, clack, ce. oo x 
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( 533 ) 
Jove, one day the Gods had met, firs U 
Each was in a merry mood, | 
Round the table j joyous ſat, fir, 
Momus by them laughing ſtood: 
But, alas! they look like aſſes, | 
When, with noiſy thump and knack, 
Juno enter'd, broke the glaſſes, 
And began her uſual clack ! 


Cuck, click, clach, &e- 


Oh for ſhame! good madam Juno, 
| Momus cries,----all this I bar 
an ruffian! Pll let you know, - 

What it is with me to ſpar. N 
Pollo firove, i in vain to her, 
Quick the gave him a ſmack; 

That no God there durſt to feize her, 
. For her and her clack 
Jor e W abs ben! 

An't I maſter of the ſky? © 
Me you muſt not play your tricks on- 
Ay. fays Juno, that we'll try; © 

Come, pray troop, good maſter Jerry. 
Or I'll wherk your brawny back! 
I ſhall teach you whe merry,” 
If you dare reſent my clack ? | 
ke Ed 
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Vries by T. B. E/q-. 
Tage-, he | Brown Fug. 
My erve hearty fellows who ſmoke with ſuch glee, 
To beg your attention for once I'll make free; | 
And fing of our pipes while thus merry and ſnugy 
We lighten our care as we lighten our jug. 


This jag which from Toby i its origin boaſts, 
Old Toby, whoſe mem' ry enlivens our toaſts. 


- Toby's fame, like his 1155 fpread ſo great by his ale, 
That for Agnes, no room could be found in the tale; 
Honeſt Agnes, the ſocial ſupport of his life, | 
Both for quaſſing and fize, was well pair'das his wife 
Therefore ſinging her praiſe, we with joy will regale, 
Whilſt our pipes and our jug give a zeſt to our ale. 
The Potter who ſhrewdly found Toby's remains, 
Thought! to viſit again there might anſwer his pains; 


Where in briefhe found R 
Made her qualified duly to lie as his wife: 


Her falf fame all the village inceſſantly quote, 


Whoſe vicar the following epitaph wrote: 


_ Agnes Philpot, the wife of old Toby renown'd,. 


«Who liv'd whilſt on earth, now. lies. dead in this 
* ground; _ 

« Old Care of her rieving | fir Toby---to bill; 

She ſoftened her forrow with brandy and m lk; 

« Swolnquite filky ſhe thriv'd, her ſkin gave a crack, 

' *WhenDeathpeepingin,laid her here on her back. 


4 Bn * . . a : 
4 | 4 


( 


Attheſe lunes our ſhrewd pottera happy thought ſtarted 

That Toby and Agnes ſhou'd never be parted, 

So he took of her clay, which was—whate as her milk, 

And tempered with brandy, till ſofter than filk ;, 

And forming theſe pipes, he atvis'd, fly and ſnug, 

That we kiſs' d her fair oy and ſhake hands 
wioith bis Jug: 


cccv. 
Tune------ Duncan Gray. 1 


J OHN trip'd up the ſtairs at night, 
Heigho! to Betty got. 
John tript up the ſtairs at night, 
Slily without candle light: - 4a 
Cries Bet,“ Who? 5 ; there oe SER 
« "Tis 1, my dear, 
4. Johnny with his ſhoulder knot,” 
What did fooliſh Betty do? 
Heigho ! ſhe knew not what, 
What did fooliſh Betty do? 
Lift up the latch---and in he flew. i. 
When he kifsg'd, To 
Could ſhe refit 
Johnny with his ſhoulder knot? . 


Madam Maudlin ſoon found out, | 
| Heigho! - poor Betty's lor rt. 
Madam Maudlin ſoon found out. 
What's this (faysſhe) you've been about? | 
Betty cries, He 
And wipes her eyes, 1 
a « The e dewce is in his ſhoulder knot.” 
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ccev I. 
: | Written by the Rev. H.B.Dvorer, 
THs Roſe had been walk waſh'd 1 in 


a ſhow? 7. nner 
| 'That Mary to Anna convey'd ; 
The plentiful moiſture encumber'd the flow'r, 
And weigh'd down Ys beautiful head. 


The cup was al ara, and the leaves were all 
wt. | 
And it ſeemed, to a Kanchful view, 
To weep for the buds it had left with regret, 
On the flouriſhing buſh where I it _ 


' I haftily ſeiz'd it, onſit as it wa > 
For a noſegay, ſo 8 de 

And ſhaking it rudely---too rudely, alas 
I ſnapp'd it !---it fell to the ground! 


. And ſuch? Lexclaim'd, * is the pitileſs part, 
e Some aft by the delicate mind ; 
* 11 | wringing and breaking che 
% heart, 


4e Already — 


«© This elegant Roſe, had I ſhaken it leſs, 
Might havebloom'd with the owner awhile : 


And the tear that is ke fo with a little 
3 « addreſs, _ 


« May be follow'd . witha ſmile.” 
cu. 
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Tune---To Anacreon in Heaven, Se. 
WHEN Bibo went down to the regions below, 
Where Lethe and Styx round eternity flow, . 
He awoke, and he bellow'd and wou'd be row d back, 
For his ſoul it was thirſty, and wanted ſome ſack. 


< You're drunk, Charon cried, you was drunk 
when you died. 

So you felt not the pain that to death is allied.” „ 

cc Take me back, roar*dout Bibo, I mind notthe Pains 

For if I was drunk, let me die once again. bs 


Forget, replied Charon, thoſe regions of frrife, 
Drink of Lethe divine! *tis the fountain of life, 


Where the ſoul is new born, and all paſtis a dream, 

And the gods themſelves — of the Lees rt) comme 
| ſtream.“ 

« Let the gods, he cried, itl ink Water that will, | 

The maxim of mortals PH always fulfil ; | 

Prate, prate not to me of your Lethe divine, 

Our Lethe on earth was a bumper of wine. ** 


At length grim old Cerb'rus began a loud roar, 


And the crazy old bark ſtruck the Stygianſhore ; ; 
When Bibo aroſe and he ſtagger'd to land, 


But he joſtVd che ghoſts as wth ſtood onthe ſtrand. 
Cried Charon, * I tell you tis in vain to rebel, 


For you're baniſh'd from earth, and you * are 
in hell.” 


«Tis a truth, replied Bibo, I know by ds ſign, | 
*T'was a hell upon earth to be wanting of wine.” 
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Tas when che Cn were ro. 
Wich hollow blaſts of wind, Fi 
A dqamſel lay deploring, _ 
All ona rock reclin'd; © 
Wide oer the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? 
Oeaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; | 
Ah! what's thy-troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 

.. To loſing of my dear! 
Bhou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and di'monds grow, 
5 7 find a richer maiden, - 

5 But none that loves vou ſo. 


9 


1335 


' How can they ſay that nature 


Hath nothing made in vain? 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain? 

No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
'Thatlurk beneath the deep, 


To wreck the wand' ring lover, 


And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear, 
Wheno'er the wide waves ſtooping, 
His floating corps ſhe ſpy*d; 
Then, like a lily drooping. 
She bow'd her head, and dvd. 


#2 * 4 #5 # 94x — 


eee 


Tw. AS at the ſilent midnight hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep: | 


In glided Marg'ret's-grimly-ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet. + 


Her face was like an April morn, 
Clad in a wint'ry cloud; 
Ang clay- cold was her lily hand, 
That held her ſable ſhroud... 


Gg 2 


| (449) 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 8 
When youth and years are flown: 


Such is the robe that kings muſt Na. 7 
When death has reft their crown. 


| Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow' r, 
That fips the filver dew ; - | 
The Roſe was budded in her cheek, 
Jiuſt op'ning to the view. | 
But love had, like the canker-worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 


The roſe grew pale, and left her checke: 
She dy*d before her tine. 


Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy true-love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave: 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Iuby lov'd refus'd to ſave. 
This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When! inj jur'd ghoſts complain; 


Now yawning graves give * their dead, R 
To haunt the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of 5 fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath; | 
And giver me back my. maiden vow,.. 12 0k 
And give me back my troth. 8 
Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 4 
Vet leave thoſe erer to * 2 | 


it 


How 


— 


c 1 


How evuld you fay: my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ?. | 

How could you win my virgin heart., 
Yetleave thatheart to „ 


Why did you ſay my lips were ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 8 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt'ring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is "TR 
Thoſe lips no longer red: wy 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in. n death, 8 
And every charm is fled,” 


The hungry worm my ſiſter i 18. 
The winding-ſheet I wear; : 
And cold and dreary laſts our nights, 
Till that. laſt morn appear. 


But hark! the cock has warn'd me hence * 
A long and laſt adieu. 

Come ſee, falfe man, how low ſhelics.. 
That dy'd for love of you. ” 


The lark ſung loud, the morning lui d. 
And rais'd her glitt ring head: 5 

Pale William quak'd i in ey'ry limb. 5 
And raving left his bed. © pony 


He hy'd hiin to the fatal place, . 
« Where Marg'ret's body lay; 1 
And ftretch'd him on the green graſs turf, | 
That wrapt ber breathleſs clay. 


2 
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Then laid his cheek to the cold grave, 


Eos 


And thrice he call'd on Ma rg'ret's e 


And thrice he wept full r 


* 


And word f * never more. 


e mY : 


Tane, The Fic icar Y Bray. 


Wurn James, aſſuming right Sons God: 


_ Enflav'a this free-born nation, 


His Scepter was an iron rod, 


His reign, a viſitation ; „ 

High churchmen cry'd, obey, obeys. +4 
Let none reſiſt a crown'd head; 

He who gainſays what tyrants. Wes 
Is a rebellious round-head. 


Then let us ſing, kicks of rings. 
The glorious Revolution; 
Your voices raiſe, to William's praiſe, 
Who ſav'd our conſtitution. 
The bible was no longer read. 
But tales of finners ſainted - 
The gods ador'd, were gods of bread} © 
And fign poſts, cary'd and painted; 4 
Now prieſts * monks, with cowls and . 
Arriv'd here without number, 


| Vick racks and daggers, bleſt by Popes,, 


And loads of holy lumber. | 
2 Then let us fing, &c. 
ts ä By h 


CN 
By eruel popiſh politics - 
Were Proteſtants affrighted; 
When to convert poor. heretics, 
New Smithfield fires were lighted 5: | 
But hope ſoon ſprung out of deſpair,. 
© So Providence. commanded ;- 
Our fears were all diſpers'd in air 


When god-like William landed. 
Then let us ſing, &c.. 


Our Clinrcle and State ſhook” off the yoke,, 4 


And lawleſs power was baniſh'd ; 
The ſnares of prieſtcraft too were bee, 
And ſaperſtition vaniſh'd; _ 
The tyrant with his black-guard fled,, 
By flight his guilt confeſſing, 
To beg of France his daily bread,. 
Of Rome a worthleſs bleſſing. 
| Then let us ſing, K o. 


Prost alk who dare to tyrannize, 

: May heaven ſtill defend us; 
And ſhould another James ariſe, 
Another William ſend us; 


May kings, like George, for ever reign,.. 


With higheſt worth diftinguiſh'd ; 
But Stuarts, who our annals ftain, 
May they be quite extinguiſh'd. 
Then let us ſing, while echoes ring. 
The glorious Revolution; 


. Your voices raiſe, to William's praiſe, 


. fav'd our. conſtitution. . 
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AT the fon of the-Horfe; old alt een, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 
O'er a jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant and happys 


Was plac'd the canonical ſot : 
The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 


With reverence due * ſubmiſſionn, 
Eirſt ſtroak d his cravat, then wird round his 
SENT! har, © | 


And bowing preferred Es petition. 55 


m come, fir, ſays he, to beg, look d'ye ſee, | 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 

To inter a n , with as much 3 may 

bez. . 

And Pl t with: the lanthorn before you. 

The body we'll bury, but where's the hurry ? 
Why, Lord, ſir, the corpſe it does ſtay. 

You fool hold — 7 
A — Ms an't run 3 — N 


Then M6ſes he ſmibd, crying dir, 2 cual Gu. 


Cannot longer delay your intentions 4 


And I ſwear by St. Paul, a child chat i (nal, n 5 


Can never enlarge its dimenſions. . 


Bring Moſes ſome er. * bring, me be. 15 


hear 
Fort 35 to be call'd kom my ſiquor, 1 
Come Moſes, the King. tis a ſcandalous lathe... 
Sie * ſhould be but a.Vicar.. 


Then 


_ 
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| Thien Moſes he ſpoke, tis paſt twelve 0 clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhower, 


Why Moſes you elf, ſince the clock has ſtruck 


þ twelve, 
I'm ſure it can never firike more; 5 
Beſides, my dear friend, to this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
That the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't endanger 'tis 
| „ Diſit.:. — 


Tho? perhaps you and I may catch cold, 
Then Moſes went ON, fr the clock Fe bel 


one, 

| Pray, maſter, look 8 band, I 
Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs 

A man for to go that can't ſtand. | 
At length hat and cloak Old Orthodox took, 

But firſt cram'd his jaws with a quid; 
Each tipt off his gill, for fear they cut wer 

Then Ragger'd n our By ſides. - : 


When come to the grave, the p37 humm'T 2 


ſtave, T 
Wnilſt the en was. N round the prieftz 
So droll was the figure of Moſes and Vicar,. 
That the pariſh ſtill talk of the jeſt, | 


Good people let's pray,” pi: the corpſe. t'other 


„ Wk 
Or perchance I mall over it Kaas” 
Tis beſt tq take care, tho? the ſages Sy 
A Walden N can't tumble. 405; 


nd 
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1 Woman that's born of man- that's n, the 


* 


2 leafꝰs n 12 


O man that's born of a „ af 0. 
Can't continue an hour, but's cut down like 'S 
$ —— 
| You ſee, Moſes, Death 88 no man. 
Here Moſes do look, what a confounded book. 
Sure the letters are turned upſide down, . 
Suck a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil's inꝰ t, 


That this Baſket ſhould print for the crowns. 


Prithee Moſes you read, for I can't proceed, | 
1 : And bury the carpſe in my ſtead, N 
Amen Amen 
Why Moſes yow are nt nc hold fall your 


3 * You'v ve yn uh is tall for the head; 1 
DO where's thy 3 eee cop in the 


For, Be F eee 5 
Z3o the corpſe eee 4 without! ſaying x word, 


-. .* op 


; cecxirl. * 8 
| Fein by kev Ora the Dateheſs of Devonlbire, 2 
BRING me flow'ts, and bring hie wine, 
. Boy. attend thy maſter's call,” ane 2s 8 2 


Round my brows let nryrtle twins, waa we. 
2 At my feet let roſes fall, hy 
- Breathe in ſoſteſt notes the flute, © 


= Form the ſong,. and band dr lute + oY ” 
|” Levthy.gentleaccentsflow . 
he * ring n blow. 
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IN vain I ſeek the lonely grove, 


| 1390 
Sorrow wou'd annoy my heart, 
But I hate its baneful ting ; 
Joys ſhall chace the rapid dart, 
For Iwill laugh, and I will ling, 
What avails the down-caſt eye ? 


What avails the tear, the ieh? 
Why ſhould grief obſtruct our way, 


3 we live but for a . 


c. 23 : 
W 1 my. fighs, ay fears, &c I 
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Or melancholy ſhade, A 2 
Oppreſs'd, alas! with hoprloſs love NY 
For one deluding maid :- 1 


She heard my vows, I thought yk, 


So ſweet ſhe on me ſmil'd; 


But the deceived my artleſs mind, 


beguil'd. 


| With Colin now ſhe trips che plats," 


Nor heeds my tender fighs ! 


Laughs at my love, my fears, and pain. 


And from my preſence flies. * 
Fair queen of love ! relieve my ſmart, | 


And make the maid relent, 
Or ſtrike with death my dag heart, 


5 | 


1 Joer at the cloſe of | 
5 How ſweet the blooming. blofloms. beam "2 
„ the time I paſs. away, 1 vet7 
= 88 |  Whene” er I'et beneath the ſhade, 


8 8 180 rener the e harming 5 village maid, "Þ 
3 5 > l That kindly iges Of me. 2 NO | 
1 She's Ae and 3 as "Re violet roſe, | 5 
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